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REMARKS. 


lEarl  of  Roberts. 

The  accession  of  James  the  First  to  the  throne  of  England  inun¬ 
dated  this  country  with  a  mendicant  troop  of  Scotch  adventurers, 
who  proved  about  as  welcome  visitors,  as  did  the  locusts  and  frogs  to 
the  ancient  Egyptians, — 

«  When  the  land  stank,  so  numerous  were  the  fry.” 


Savoury  were  the  anticipations  of  the  needy  swarm,  as  the  merry 
metropolis  opened  upon  them -the  promised  land  of  milk  and 
honey,  for  which  they  had  prudently  exchanged  their  murky  hearUis 
and  barren  heaths  '.-and  their  nostrils  distended  with  delight  to  in¬ 
hale  the  rich  fumes  of  smoking  larders;  a  delicious  contrast  to  the 
cold  comforts  of  a  Caledonian  kitchen,  and  the  lean  luxunes  of  kail 
and  oatmeal.  John  Bull  beheld  with  a  suspicious  eye  this  raw- 
boned,  red-polled,  ragged  race  ;-as  paupers,  he  pitied  them  j  but 
their  impudent  presumption  and  beggarly  pride  excited  his  derision 
and  disgust.  Sawney  has  never  been  a  remarkable  favourite  with 
the  British  nation.  Maister  Laureate  Skelton,  in  his  »  Treatyse  of 
the  Scottes;'  a  bitter  and  biting  satire,  touched  him  up  pretty 
sharply  and  Ben  Jonson  had  well  nigh  lost  his  liberty  and  ears  or 
laying  bare  his  national  peculiarities;  among  which,  sincerity  and 
plain  dealing  find  no  place.  The  Scotch  make  a  ludicrous  boast  of 
Their  amor  patria.  They  love  their  country,  as  bachelors  are  said  to 
love  other  people’s  children-because  they  can  rid  themselves  of  the 
roublesome  bantlings  when  they  please.  A  Scotchman,  when  abroad, 
has  no  more  tendency  towards  home,  than  a  stone  an  inclination  to 
fall  upward.  Unlike  the  dial  hand,  he  cannot  “  make  the  great 
circuit,  and  be  still  at  home.”  Dulce  domum  never  sees  him  after, 
shoe-less  and  shirt-less,  he  has  once  turned  his  back  upon  it.  He 
is  too  generous  to  let  his  prosperity  shame  the  squalid  meanness  of 
his  poor  relations,  and  too  retentive  of  what  he  has  grubbed  for  and 
to  share  it  with  those  whose  poverty  would  be  a  bar  sinister  in 
his  scutcheon.  The  Scotch  owed  a  vast  debt  of  gratitude  to  King 
lamie  for  first  establishing  them  in  comfortable  quarters  on  this  side 
the  Tweed  ;-and  how  did  they  pay  it?  By  selling  to  a  troop  of 

Presbyterian  regicides  his  son,  Charles  the  First ! 

A 
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REMARKS. 


Laud  Glenfillan,  better  known  by  the  soubriquet  of  the  Earl  of 
Poverty,  is  a  necessitous  juvenile,  who  has  followed  at  the  heels  of 
King  James,  to  better  his  fortune — which,  in  truth,  could  hardly  be 
worse;  his  noble  father  being  reduced  to  ply  the  streets  of  London 
as  a  wandering  piper.  Following  the  humble  trade  of  a  scribe,  or 
public  wTiter,  he  becomes  privy,  in  the  exercise  of  his  profession,  to 
the  murder  of  one  Marchant  Protheroe,  by  Magnus  and  Hammond 
Montlichet,  who,  to  avoid  impending  bankruptcy,  alter  the  will  of 
their  late  uncle  (of  which  Protheroe  is  the  bearer)  in  their  favour,  to 
the  prejudice  of  sister  Penelope,  the  blooming  Belle  of  Bow.  The 
deed  is  done  in  an  old  wooden  house  in  London  Wall ;  and  it  is  pro¬ 
posed  to  bury  the  body  under  a  stone  in  an  empty  water-tank  in  the 
yard  behind  for  which  purpose  an  artisan,  known  as  the  itinerant 
idiot  mason,  is  to  be  led  blindfolded  to  the  secret  spot,  directed  to 
do  his  work,  and  say  nought.  Laud  Glenfillan  disguises  himself  ac¬ 
cordingly  ;  is  conducted  to  the  tank ;  makes  fast  the  stone,  beneath 
which  he  is  told  lies  a  hidden  treasure  ; — but  certain  quaint  replies 
having  alarmed  the  suspicion  of  the  assassins,  it  is  resolved  to  let  in 
the  water  upon  him,  and  thus  for  ever  put  to  silence  his  idle  tongue. 
But  Laud  is  too  cunning  for  his  masters :  he  turns  the  tables,  and 
the  water,  upon  them— makes  off— the  rogues  escape  with  a  good 
ducking— verifying  the  old  proverb,  that  a  man  born  to  be  hanged 
can  never  be  drowned ! 

Magnus  Montfichet  dispatches  a  messenger  with  the  forged  letter 
penned  by  the  .Scotch  scribe  in  the  name  of  Protheroe,  directing 
Master  Bountiful  Bird’s-eye,  the  host  of  the  Saracen’s  Effigy,  to  de¬ 
liver  to  him  certain  packages,  which  he  is  charged  to  bear  to  the 
Mansion  House  of  London’s  Majesty.  The  messenger  is  one  of  the 
ancient  tribe  of  fellowship-porters,  that  diet  not  on  small  beer;— he 
is  a  friend,  too,  of  the  scribe’s,  who  comes  in  most  opportunely, 
snatches  away  the  letter,  marches  forth  with  his  companion  and 
treasure  to  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  assumes  the  style  and  title  of  Mar- 
chant  Protheroe.  Here  he  meets  with  the  cousins,  Magnus  and 
Hammond,  who  have  waited  upon  his  lordship  to  request  he  will 
give  house-room  to  certain  effects  belonging  to  the  late  Marchant ; 
to  which,  as  Penelope’s  guardian,  he  readily  consents.  The  meeting 
is  unexpected,  and,  to  the  rogues,  not  over  agreeable.  The  mayor  is 
mystified;  but  an  official  emergency  calling  his  worship  away.  Laud 
Glenfillan  baldly  speaks  out ;  reveals  his  knowledge  of  the  murder  • 
discovers  himself  to  have  been  the  hungry  quill-driver,  and  the 
stuttering  mason  ;  demands  the  hand  of  their  kinswoman,  Penelope 
a  handsome  sum  of  cash,  and  the  keys  of  the  chest  and  casket  of 
Marchant  Protheroe.  To  these  modest  exactions  they  find  it  pru¬ 
dent  to  accede;  which  having  done,  they  are  intelligibly  told  to  de¬ 
part,  and  bowed  out  with  great  ceremony  by  the  brazen-faced  fellow 
ship  porter,  Guy  Goodbody. 

Laud  Glenfillan,  gaily  apparalled,  and  dwelling  in  a  splendid  man- 
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sion  in  Broad  Saint  Giles’s — at  that  period  the  court  end  of  the 
town — encounters  the  lady  of  his  love,  Alice  Gray,  a  lowland  lass, 
who  has  accompanied  the  blind  piper  in  his  wanderings.  The  ec- 
laircissement  is  short  and  sweet :  Alice,  spite  of  suspicious  appear¬ 
ances,  is  fully  assured  of  his  constancy ;  and  soothes  the  anger  of  the 
old  lord,  who  had  overwhelmed  his  son  with  reproaches  for  chang¬ 
ing  his  aristocratic  name  for  the  Earl  of  Poverty’.  To  put  matters 
beyond  a  doubt,  and  the  mind  of  Alice  at  rest.  Laud  Glenfillan  be¬ 
stows  the  hand  and  fortune  of  Penelope  on  her  faithful  lover  j  casts 
off  his  borrowed  title  ;  sends  the  two  cut-throats  to  the  gaol  of  Lud- 
gate ;  has  the  satisfaction  to  find  that  Marchant  Protheroe  is  not 
murdered,  but  only  his  man  of  law,  who  happened  to  be  the  bearer 
of  the  parchments ;  and  that  Marchant  Protheroe  is  a  rich  uncle, 
just  returned  from  many  years  of  foreign  travel,  and  that  his  true 
name  is  Archibald  Glenfillan. 

Fitted  in  with  the  main  story  are  several  comic  characters  and  in¬ 
cidents  for  the  lovers  of  laughter.  Mr.  Almar  has  put  in  requisition 
the  wags  of  the  Surrey.  Proboscis  Smith  personates  a  Roman-nosed 
ticket-porter,  surnamed  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick,  from  having  acciden¬ 
tally  slaughtered  his  mother’s  red  cowj  and  little  Ross  is  highly  di¬ 
verting  in  a  diminutive  Taffy,  with  a  short  body  and  a  long  name. — 
Mr.  E.  F.  Saville  played  the  Earl  of  Poverty.  His  sleek  ribs,  and 
plump  rosy  face,  bespoke  a  too  intimate  acquaintance  with  good  old 
English  beef  and  pudding,  for  the  lean  laird  of  a  barren  inheritance. 
We  missed  the  huge  mountain  of  cheek-bone,  the  deep  ravine  of 
mouth,  and  the  shock  of  hissing  hot  hair,  that  identify  the  Caledo¬ 
nian  laddie.  His  performance  was,  however,  more  agreeable,  from 
being  divested  of  the  national  brogue  and  brimstone.  The  scenery 
was  good,  particularly  the  exterior  of  the  old  wooden  house,  the  in¬ 
terior  of  the  ancient  water-tank,  and  Tower  Hill.  The  dance  of 
London  apprentices — the  enthronement  of  Guido  Faux— the  battle 
of  the  rival  Guys  for  the  flying  coppers— and  the  metrical  braying  of 
Staid  Adam,  drew  down,  with  the  serious  parts  of  the  drama,  loud 
applause. 

D. - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C. D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat.  R.  D.  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  U.  Right 
Door  ;  h.D.  Left  Door ;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance. 

*»*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


Cast  of  tf)e  Crf)aracters, 

.is  performed  at  the  Royal  Surrey  Theatre,  February,  1838. 

Sir  Crispe  Dunstan  [Lord  3Iayor  of  London)  .  Mr.  Dillon. 

Magnus  Montfichet  (a  Mercer) . IMr.  Dale. 

Hammond  Monfichet  {his  Cousin  and  Partner)  Blr.  Elvin. 

Master  Laurence  Osgood  {a  City  Gallant)  .  .  Mr.  Dixon. 

Laud  Glenfillan  (surnamed  the  Earl  of  Poverty)  Mr.  E.  F.  Saville. 
Jonas  Glenfillan  (his  Father)  ....  lilr.  Cobham. 
Bountiful  Bird’s-eye  {Host  of  the  Saracen’sHead)  Mr.  Dibdin  Pitt. 
Luke  of  Leadenhall  {a  Cordtvairer  Constable)  Mr.  Goldsmith. 
Boscobel  Bray  {a  Brasier  and  Watchman)  .  .  hlr.  Young. 

Stay de  Adam  {Public  Crier  and  Bellman)  .  .  Mr.  Blorelli. 

A  Citizen  of  London . BIr.  Cullen. 

Antony,  Mr'.  Clark!^’ 

Guy  Goodbody  {a  Ticket  Porter,  No.  333)  .  .  Mr.  W.  Smith. 

Cadwallader  {a  Servitor  at  the  Mansion  House)  Blr.  Ross. 

Lady  Damaris  Diana  Dunstan  .  .  .  Blrs.  W.  Daly. 

Penelope  Montfichet  {Ward  to  Sir  Crispe)  .  .  Bliss  Grant. 

Alice  Grey  {betrothed  to  Laud  Glenfillan)  .  •  BIrs.  R.  Honner 
Pages,  Ladies  in  Attendance,  Servants,  City  Watch,  %c. 

The  first  act  occupies  a  day  and  night,  November  4,  and  the  second 
act  that  of  a  day,  November  5,  1606 ;  being  one  year  after  the  dis¬ 
covery  of  the  Gunpowder  Treason,  or  Popish  Plot. 


CDostume. 

SIR  CRISPE  DUNSTAN. — Rich  black  shape,  with  jet  ornaments 
— velvet  robe,  with  ermine  capes. 

BIAGNUS  BIONTFICHET. — Blue  velvet  shape  and  cloak,  richly 
flowered  with  gold — buff  hat,  with  white  feathers — boots. 

HAMBIOND  BIONTFICHET.  —  Crimson  velvet  shape,  ditto. 

LAURENCE  OSGOOD. — Purple  velvet  shape  and  cloak,  embroi¬ 
dered  with  silver— white  hat,  with  blue  feather — boots. 

LAUD  GLENFILLAN.  —  First  dress:  Black  velvet  body  and 
trunks,  slightly  tattered— gray  stockings— shoes— an  inkhorn  and  pen 
suspended  from  the  button-hole.  Second  dress :  Puce  velvet  doublet, 
trunks,  and  cloak,  richly  flowered  with  gold,  and  lined  with  white 
satin— bulf  steeple-crowned  hat,  with  white  feathers— yellow  morocco 
boots,  trimmed  with  point  lace— ruff— walking  cane.  Third  dress: 
The  white  frock  of  a  stone-mason. 

JONAS  GLENFILLAN. — First  dress:  A  brown  gaberdine,  and 
Scotch  bonnet.  Second  dress :  A  rich  crimson  shape,  ornamented 
%vith  the  star  of  nobility. 

BOUNTIFUL  BIRD’S-EYE,  and  the  rest  of  the  City  Watch 
Red  gaberdines,  with  ancient  cloth  head  pieces— small  lanterns-^ 
staves  in  their  hands,  and  badges  on  their  arms. 

GUY  GOODBODY.— dres.9;  A  leathern  jerkin,  ornamented 
in  front  with  a  large  ticket,  No.  333-cap  to  match— red  stockings— 

shoes.  Second  dress:  A  handsome  livery,  peculiar  to  the  period. _ 

Third  dress :  Large  wrapping  blanket,  and  high  grotesque  conical  cap. 

CADWALLADER. —Firsf  dres,9;  Orange  shape,  with  a  quaint 
cloak,  hat,  and  leek.  Second  dress:  Similar  to  Guy’s  third  dress. 


.®UNS  TAN.  White  satin  stomacher  and  petticoat — green 
velvet  train,  richly  trimmed  with  gold — satin  head  dress,  with  pearls 
PENELOPE  MONTFICHET. -Pink  velvet  dress  with  Sv'; 
ornaments— cap  of  the  Blary  Stuart  fashion. 

ALICE  GREY.— Plaid  dress— stomacher,  laced  with  blue— black 
velvet  cap,  braided— snood  for  the  hair— tartan  mantle. 


THE  EARL  OF  POVERTY ; 

OR,  THE 

OLD  WOODEN  HOUSE  OF  LONDON  WALL. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. — Day-break. — Old  London  Wall — houses,  of 
the  Elizabethan  period,  r.  and  l. — a  rude  dwelling,  built 
to  the  wall,  c.  r.,  consisting  of  two  stories;  the  lower 
one  being  a  cobbler's  stall,  with  a  tattered  red  curtain 
in  the  window,  and  a  light  burning  behind  it ;  the  upper 
one  of  a  somewhat  better  appearance,  ascended  by 
wooden  steps,  also  a  large  window,  closed  with  a  shutter, 
on  which  is  written  contemptuously  in  chalk.  Laud 
Glenfiddle,  the  Earl  of  Poverty”— a  huge  sign 
protruded  from  the  chimney,  with  the  painting  of  an 
ink-horn  and  pen,  and  underwritten,  “  LAUD  GLEN- 
FILLAN,  Scribe  and  Public  Writer  to  the  Ci¬ 
tizens  OF  London. — *  The  quill  of  a  goose  is  as 
strong  as  the  claw  of  a  lion.’  "  —  As  the  curtain  rises, 
the  clock  of  Eishojysgate  church  strikes  six. 

Enter  Master  Bountiful  Bird’s-eye,  r.,  followed  by 
Luke  of  Leadenhall,  Boscobel  Bray,  and  City 
Watchmen,  bearing  links,  lanterns,  and  armed  with 
halberds  or  staves,  each  chanting  as  he  enters. 


CHANT  AND  ROUNDELAY. 


Bountiful. 

Luke. 

Boscobel. 

City  Watch 

Bountiful. 

Omnes. 

Bountiful. 


Luke  ^  Bos¬ 
cobel. 
Omnes. 


Past  six  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning ! 
Past  six  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning ! 
Past  six  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning  I 
Past  six  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning ! 
Home — to  your  homes,  away  ! 

Home,  to  our  homes  ! 

Aye,  home  to  your  homes ; 

For  your  watch  it  is  up. 

The  bell  gives  warning. 

Let  us  home  to  our  homes, 

For  the  bell  gives  warning. 

Past  six  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning ! 
Past  six  o’clock ! 
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Bonn,  (r.)  Farewell  to  j'e,  my  good  compeers  and 
knights  of  the  staff  and  cresset!  [^They  are  about  to  yo.] 
Still  stay  ! — I  have  given  a  notch  to  this  my  halberd-staff 
as  a  token  of  remembrance  and  promise  here  made,  to 
knock  at  the  hour  of  six  at  the  shutter  of  yon  poor  Scot, 
young  Laud  Glenfillan,  the  city  scribe. 

Luke,  (c.)  The  Earl  of  Poverty,  forsooth  !  who  sups 
on  oatmeal  porridge  six  days  o’  the  week - 

Bos.  (l.)  And  dines  on  the  other  one  with  his  brother. 
Lord  Duke  Humphrey! 

Luke.  There  is  his  house,  or  stye,  an  you  like  it  better. 
A  lord  !  —  No  more  a  lord  than  his  tenant  in  the  cellar, 
that  simpleton  Guy  Goodbody,  the  porter,  who  seems  so 
greatly  attached  to  him. 

Boun.  The  lad  from  Warwick  ? 

Luke.  Aye ;  Guy  the  Earl  we  call  him ;  because,  near 
Warwick  town,  he  shot  at  a  crow — he  missed,  and  killed 
the  red  cow  of  his  mother. 

^  Bos.  Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  Earl  of  Poverty  ! 
No  wonder  that  they  lodge  together.  Throw  up  your 
caps,  and  let  us  give  them  a  cheering  salutation. 

[They  shout. — Exeunt  City  Watchmen,  r.  and  l. 

Boun.  Silence,  ye  chorus  of  ganders  !  who  hoot  and 
hiss  ye  know  not  why  or  wherefore.  Two  generations 
gone  by,  his  family  were  earls  of  great  estate  ;  Earls  of 
Glenfillan  then,  not  Earls  of  Poverty  but  the  estates 

liave  been  sequestrated,  and  the  title  becomes  extinct. _ 

[Turning  round,  and  seeing  the  writing  on  the  shutter  1 
Umph  !  “  Laud  Glenfiddle  !”  In  the  depths  of  the  night, 
some  would-be  wit  has  exercised  his  talent  and  his  chalk 
on  this  poor  fellow’s  shutter.  Satire  makes  more  wounds 
than  ever  It  will  bandage  up  ;  the  clock  of  the  tongue  should 
be  set  by  the  dial  of  the  heart; — an  ill-timed  jest  never 
gains  over  an  enemy,  but  often  loses  a  friend.  [Knockina 
with  hzs  staff  at  the  shutter,  and  calling.']  Ho  !  Laud 
Glenfillan ! 


[The  shutter  uncloses,  and  Laud  Glenfillan,  wit] 
a  bonnet  de  etuit,  appears  at  the  window. 

Laud.  [Yawning.]  Yaw— aw  !  Who— who  calls 
I,  who  promised. 

Go  home  to  your  wife  and  family— good  niirht ' 
Night ! — Why,  it  is  morning. 

Go  home  to  your  wife  ! 


Boun 

Laud 

Boun 

Laud. 


- ^  V/  lAA  TV  JLlV/  i 

Boun.  I  have  no  wife ;  1  have  only  an  aged  mother. 
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Laud.  Is  your  aged  mother  aware  of  your  absence  ? 

[^Half  asleep,  and  about  to  close  the  shutter. 

Boun.  Ho,  ho  !  you  told  me  last  night,  if  I  found  you 
sluggish,  to  come  here  and  break  your  window. 

Laud.  1  remember  now.  Has  the  bell  struck  six  ? 

Boun.  Full  fifteen  minutes. 

Laud.  [^Holding  a  candle  from  out  the  window.']  Give 
me  a  light,  that  I  may  kindle  my  fire,  and  prepare  my 
scanty  breakfast. 

Boun.  Right  willingly. 

[Music. — He  takes  the  candle,  lights  it  at  his  lantern, 
and  returns  it  to  Glenfillan. 

Laud.  Stay  till  I  descend  and  thank  you. 

[Disappears  from  the  window. 

Boun.  Come  to  my  sea-coal  fire,  and  there  you  may 
warmly  do  it.  [Exit,  l. 

Enter  Laud  Glenfillan  from  the  house,  c.  f.,  and  de¬ 
scends  the  steps  hastily. 

Laud.  Oh,  Scotland  !  land  of  the  heather,  the  glen,  and 
my  nativity !  why  did  I  wander  from  thee  ?  Alas !  I 
crossed  the  bonnie  border’s  ridge  for  the  more  smiling 
south,  because  1  could  not  bear  the  sight  of  suiferings  I 
strove  in  vain  to  lessen.  Glenfillan,  my  old  and  noble 
father  !  and  Alice  Gray,  my  lowland  love  !  Oh  !  the  de¬ 
vil  !  this  sadness  and  sighing  will  never  do  ;  Heaven  helps 
those  who  help  themselves.  London  is  a  wide  and  a  rich 
city  ;  and  shall  I  starve  in  the  midst  of  plenty  ?  Nil  des- 
perandum — never  !  I  have  judgment,  penetration,  a  lit¬ 
tle — and  but  a  very  little — impudence,  when  that  I  am  well ; 
and,  further  than  that,  I  have  youth  upon  my  side,  and 
am  not  ill-looking  ;  so  at  least  says  my  glass,  when  I  crop 
my  beard  at  it.  I  starve  ?  I— I— I  ?  Ridiculous  ! 

Enter  Cadwallader,  r.,  carrying  a  hamper  or  market- 
basket,  and  singing. 

Cad.  Owen  Glendower,  Cot  splutter  hur  nails  ! 

Was  a  conjurer  bold,  and  resided  in  Wales ; 

On  good  rabbits  Welsh  he  would  feed  for  a  week, 

And  drink  gallons  ot  ale  to  the  land  of  the  leek. 

Laud.  You  are  out  early,  friend. 

Cad.  [Singing.]  “  Early  in  the  morning  by  the  preak 
of  the  day  !” 

Laud.  And  whither  are  you  going  ? 

Cad.  To  the  market  of  Leadenhall,  to  puy  vegetables, 
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fresh  herrings,  and  other  confectionary.  \^Showing  apurse.^ 
Hur  has  cot  the  money,  look  you. 

Laud.  \_Aside.'\  Which  I  wish  was  in  my  pocket,  look 
you  !  [Aloud.']  Pray,  what  is  your  name,  my  worthy  ? 

Cad.  Cadwallader  Caermarthen  Caernarvon  Canfilly  ap 
Shenkin  ap  Jenkin  ap  Winkin  Fluellin  Llewellyn  ap  Jonas 
sp  Thomas  ap  Jonathan  Jones.  [Singing.] 

Of  a  noble  race  was  Shenkin, 

Though  he  killed  himself  by  drinking. 

And  from  a  noble  race  comes  Cadwallader,  look  you  ;  but 
hur  father  died  on  one  December  night,  and  hur  mother 
has  sworn  to  remain  a  widow  all  hur  life  till  the  morning 
she  marry.  But  canst  tell  hur  where  to  discover  a  scribe, 
to  pen  a  letter  to  hur  mother  }  By  Saint  Davy,  hur  will 
pay  well  for  it. 

Laud.  Pay  ! — Did  you  say  pay  ? 

Cad.  Hur  did  say  pay. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  How  prettily  he  speaks  Welsh !  [To 
Cadwallader.]  I  am  a  scribe  ;  here  is  an  inkhorn  and 
pen  at  my  button,  and  here  is  paper.  [Drawing  it  from 

his  pocket.]  Explain — digest — dictate — indite!  Pay! _ 

What  will  you  pay,  sir  ?  ^  ' 

Cad.  Every  farthing  in  hur  pocket. 

Laud.  A  bargain  ! 

Cad.  And  hur  will  stick  to  it,  look  you. 

Laud.  [Kneeling  on  one  knee,  preparing  to  write  l  c  1 
As  bricks  do  unto  mortar.  I  am  all  attention,  sir ;  begin. 

Cad.  [Sitting  on  his  hamper,  c.,  and  dictatinq.]  “  Dear 
mother”— [5:^e//m^.]—d.ee.r,  dear. 

Laud.  Must  I  spell  dear  with  two  e’s  ? 

Cad.  Or  go  without  hur  monies. 

Laud.  Then  will  I  spell  it  with  twenty  ! 

Cad.  “To-morrow  is  November  the  fifth” _ 

Laud.  But  won’t  she  know  that  in  Wales  ^ 

M.  But  she  won’t  know  it  in  London,’  look  you.— 
And  this  comes” —  ^ 

Laud.  [Writing.]  “  And  this  comes”— 

—  “  hop-ping  that  you  will  jump  for  jov”— 
[Spelling.] — g-u-m-p,  jump  for  g-o-y,  iov. 

Laud.  “Jump  for  joy” _ 

hea?^’  toe— h-ee-r-e, 

Laud.  “Toe— heel” — 
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Cad.  No,  look  you  ;  not  to  “  toe  heel,”  but  to  “  toe 
heere,  that  Cadwallader  is  well.” 

Laud.  “  That  you  are  well.” 

Cad.  No,  not  you,  but  that  hur  Cadwallader  is  well,  ”  and 
live  with  the  Lord  Mayor,  who  was  once  a  fishmonger.” 

Laud.  Yes,  “  a  fishmonger.” 

Cad.  ”  And  hur  is  very  fond  of  the  place.”  \_Spelling.'] 
P-l-a-i-c-e,  place. 

Laud.  ”  Plaice  !” — English  plaice,  or  Dutch  plaice  ? 

Cad.  II  ow  hur  flounders  ! 

Laud.  l^Aside.']  Just  before  he  said  plaice,  and  now  he 
means  flounders  ! 

Cad.  ”  And  that  the  Lady  Mayor”  [^Spelling.']  m-a-r-e, 
mayor. 

Laud.  Mare  ! — Why,  a  mare  is  a  female  horse  ! 

Cad.  At  the  Mansion  House,  look  you,  the  gray  mare 
is  the  better  horse,  and  the  male  horse  is  the  female.  So, 
”  the  Lady  Mayor  has  given  hur  liberty,  to  hur  creat  dig¬ 
nity  and  advantage,  to  be  carried  apout  in  the  likelihood 
of  the  creat  conspirator,  Guy  Faux” — \_Spelling.'] — G-y, 
Guy,  F-o  -XX,  Guy  Faux. — “And  to  be  burned  in  effigy  on  a 
tar-barrel  by  the  populace.”  \_Spelling.']  P-o-p — pop — 
p-h-u — phu — 1-u-s — lus,  populace.  “  And  so  no  more 
from  your  loving  son,  Cadwallader  Caermarthen  Caernar¬ 
von  Canfilly  ap  Shenkin  ap  Jenkin  ap  Winkin  Fluellin 
Llewellyn  ap  Jonas  ap  Thomas  ap  Jonathan  Jones.” 

Laud.  [Aside,  rising.']  Thank  Providence,  ’tis  finished  ! 
[Folding  the  paper,  and  giving  it  to  Cadwallader.]  There 
is  your  letter,  [Holding  out  his  hand.]  and  there’s  my 
palm  for  payment. 

!  Cad.  Did  Cadwallader  say  pay  ? 

Laud.  In  the  most  distinct  manner,  and  to  the  last  far- 
i  thing. 

Cad.  Cadwallader  is  a  man  of  honour,  look  you.  [Put¬ 
ting  a  penny  into  Laud's  hand,  who  drops  it.]  There  it  is, 
hur  first,  hur  last,  and  hur  only  one. 

Laud.  De’il,  mon  !  what  can  I  make  of  this  ? 

Cad.  Cut  it  down  the  middle  with  hur  penknife,  and 
make  it  a  half-penny.  [A  bell  rings  without.]  But  hur 
hears  the  market  pell,  and  must  be  going. 

Laud.  But  you  have  money  in  your  purse,  if  not  in  your 
pocket. 

Cad.  That’s  to  puy  vegetables,  look  you. 

Laud.  The  money,  or  part  of  it,  belongs  to  me. 

Cad.  The  money  belongs  to  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London : 

li 
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Cadwallader  is  the  Lord  Mayor’s  servant ;  and  if  hur  rob 
the  Lord  Mayor’s  servant  of  the  Lord  Mayor’s  money, 
hur  will  be  put  into  the  Lord  Mayor’s  prison  of  Newgate, 
and  afterwards  hanged  like  an  apple  from  the  Lord  Mayor’s 
tree  at  Tyburn.  So  look  you  to  yourself,  for — \^Singing.~\ 

“  Taffy  was  a  Welshman,  and  Taffy  was  a  thief,— 

Taffy  came  to  my  house,  and  stole - ”  lExit,  l. 

Laud.  And  was  I  born  to  be  the  sport  of  a  clown  for 
the  pay  of  a  farthing  ?  Egad !  appearances  favour  the 
supposition.  Psha !  a  farthing  is  the  seed  of  a  pound,  as 
an  acorn  is  of  an  oak.  \Picking  up  the  money.']  So,  wel¬ 
come,  little  coin,  from  thy  Welsh  to  thy  Scottish  master ! 
Be  of  good  cheer,  then,  Glenlillan ;  for  fortune,  it  is  said, 
knocks  once  at  least  at  the  door  of  every  man.  Oh  !  that 
she  would  at  mine  !  Most  glad  should  I  be  to  see  her  ! 

[Music. — He  retires  to  his  room,  and  is  seen  putting 
wood  on  the  fire. 

Enter  Magnus  Montfichet,  l.  s.  e. 

Mag.  To  what  a  depth  of  baseness  and  self-oblivion  do 
guilt  and  evil  fortune  bow  down  the  spirit  !  This  sunless, 
cold  November  morn  thaws  not  the  ice  about  my  heart. — 
Funds  must  be  raised,  and  my  plan  effected,  or  to-morrow 
the  Bourse  will  ring  with  the  bankruptcy  of  the  cousin 
mercers,  Magnus  and  Hammond  Montfichet.  Now  to 
find  a  fitting  engine  ;  the  writings  must  be  made  by  ano¬ 
ther  hand  than  mine. 

Laud.  [Within  the  house,  blowing  the  fire.]  This  fire 
will  never  burn  up. 

Mag.  So  !  [Reading  the  inscription  on  the  sign.]  “  The 
quill  of  a  goose  is  as  strong  as  the  claw  of  a  lion.”  Umph  ! 
A  scribe,  and  one  who  looks  as  poor  as  if  he  had  been  a 
poet.  The  better  for  my  business.  [Calling.]  Hoa  ! 

Laud.  A  customer  ! — I’m  coming,  sir. 

[Descends,  and  comes  forward. 

Mag.  You  are  a  scribe,  and  write  for  money  1 

Laud.  (l.  c.)  I  do. 

Mag.  (r.  c.)  Wouldst  rather  possess  my  coin  or  mv 
courtesy  ?  ^ 

Laud.  Your  coin. 

Mag.  Then  set  down  what  I  dictate  to  you.  “  Mar- 
chant  Protheroe  is  requested  to  call  this  evening” _ 

Laud.  [Writing.]  ” This  evening” — 

Mag.  ”  On  Warrender  Brand,  the  broker,  at  his,  the 
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broker’s,  residence,  at  number  one  hundred  and  seven,  an 
ancient  mansion,  better  known  as  the  Old  Wooden  House 
of  London  Wall;  and  there  the  two  gentlemen  interested 
will  await  him.  Marchant  Protheroe  is  likewise  requested 
to  bring  with  him  the  deed  in  question.  — November  the 
fourth,  one  thousand  six  hundred  and  six.”  Now  fold 
and  direct  it  “To  Marchant  Protheroe,  at  the  inn  of  the 
Saracen’s  Effigy,  Aldgate.”  That  is  not  all.  [Taking  out 
a  paper  cautiously Copy  this — no,  ’tis  better  that  you 
write  from  my  dictation.  [Reading  j\  “  My  dear  host, 
Compelled  by  unexpected  circumstances  to  depart  hastily, 
I  have  not  even  time  to  pack  up  my  effects.  I  desire  you 
to  deliver  them  to  the  bearer  of  this  letter,  who  is  my  con¬ 
fidential  agent,  and  who  has  orders  to  pay  my  bill.’' 

Laud.  “  My  bill.”  It  is  completed. 

Mag.  Now  affix  the  name,  “  Marchant  Protheroe.” 

Laud.  How !  dare  you  sign  the  name  of  another  to  a 
document  of  your  own  dictation  ? 

Mag.  Sirrah,  is  not  that  a  copy  of  what  I  hold  ?  If 
your  conscience  be  of  so  tender  a  description,  there  are 
other  scribes,  who - 

Laud.  I  obey.  [Writing.']  “  London,  November  the 
fourth” — 

Mag.  Put  November  the  fifth. 

Laud.  This  is  November  the  fourth. 

Mag.  And  to-morrow  will  be  the  fifth.  Now  address  it 
“  To  the  hands  of  Master  Bountiful  Bird’s-eye,  host  of 
the  Saracen’s  Effigy,  Aldgate.” 

Laud.  [Aside.]  Another  letter  to  the  same  destination  ! 

Strange ! 

Mag.  [Smiling  sarcastically .]  You  look  at  me  as  if  you 
thought  this  of  much  moment.  [Giving  money.]  Assure 
yourself  it  is  by  no  means  of  the  consequence  you  imagine. 

Laud.  I  suppose  nothing;  I  know  the  duties  of  my 
profession. 

Mag.  Have  you  any  one  at  hand  who  can  convey  the 
letters  I 

Laud.  Yes,  a  regular  porter,  and  an  honest  one,  bearing 
a  ticket,  and  licensed  by  the  city.  He  lodges  in  this  cel¬ 
lar,  part  of  my  dwelling.  Shall  I  call  him  ? 

Mag.  Do  so. 

Laud.  [Calling.]  Guy— Guy  Goodbody  ! 

Guy.  [Within  the  cellar.]  Go  about  your  business  ! 

Laud.  Up  1  up  ! 

B  2 


16  THE  EARL  OF  POVERTY.  [aCT  I. 

Guy.  \Withm.'\  S’cat !  s’ cat !  —  If  you  come  courting 
here,  I’ll  shoot  you  with  this  blunderbuss  ! 

Mag.  Ho  ho,  sir  ! 

\The  red  curtain  in  the  cellar  is  undrawn,  and  Guy 
Goodbody  appears  at  the  window,  in  a  red  night¬ 
cap,  and  armed  with  a  blunderbuss. 

Guy.  {Presenting  the  blunderbuss.']  I’ll  make  you 
scamper !  I’ll - 

Mag.  You  would  not  shoot  us  ? 

Guy.  No,  sir,  no  ; — but  the  matter  is,  that  I  had  been 
dreaming  about  cats,  an  animal  I  abhor ;  and  not  being 
wide  awake  at  the  moment  you  called,  I  thought  your 
voice  sounded  very  like  one  of  ’em.  {Coughs. 

Mag.  You  possess  a  very  unpleasant  cough,  my  friend. 
Art  of  a  consumptive  habit  ? 

Guy.  At  intervals.  Last  night,  at  the  sign  of  the  Three 
Pitchers,  I  consumed  a  gallon  of  ale  ;  and  the  reason  of 
my  catching  cold,  and  coughing  so  loud  this  morning,  is, 
because  they  would  make  me  drink  it  out  of  a  damp  mug. 
I  wonder  why  people  get  up  so  early  ? 

Mag.  ’Tis  the  early  bird  that  catches  the  worm. 

Guy.  Then  what  a  fool  must  the  worm  be  to  get  up  be¬ 
fore  the  bird ! 

Mag.  A  man  once  got  up  early,  and  found  a  purse. 

Guy.  Ah,  but  the  man  got  earlier  up  who  lost  it.  If 
you  wish,  sir,  to  walk  any  farther,  I  wish  not  to  prevent 

[/^  about  to  close  the  curtain. 

Laud.  But,  Guy,  this  gentleman  has  a  commission  for 
you. 

Mag.  And  will  pay  well  for  the  trouble  he  occasions. 

Guy.  Stop  till  I  have  cleaned  my  teeth,  and  clothed  my¬ 
self  in  my  galligaskins,  and  I’ll  be  with  you  straight. 

{Draws  the  curtain,  and  disappears  from  the  window. 

Mag.  The  conveyance  may  be  relied  on  ? 

Laud.  My  guarantee  upon  the  lad’s  fidelity. 

Mag.  I  like  your  zeal.  {Giving  more  money.]  There  is 
other  money  for  you,  out  of  which  you  may  pay  the  mes¬ 
senger. 

Laud.  Sir,  I  have  already  been  fully  paid,  and  thank 
you  ardently. 

Mag.  I  read  you  do ;  for  I  am  tolerably  well  skilled  in 
the  sophistry  of  this  life,  and  know,  that  he  who  gives  to 
a  grateful  man,  lends  out  his  money  at  compouud  in¬ 
terest. 
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Enter  Guy  Goodbody  from  the  cellar,  with  a  porter^ s 
knot  on  his  shoulder. 

Guy.  Inow,  my  gentle  master,  I  am  your  man. 

Mag.  What  may  be  your  name  ? 

Guy.  Guy  Goodbody — a  name  I  am  ambitious  of,  though 
I  am  more  frequently  called  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick  a  name 
I  am  not  ambitious  of.  But  the  name  by  which  I  gain  my 
bread  is  number  three  hundred  and  thirty-three :  here  is 
my  knot,  and  here’s  my  number. 

Mag.  Number  three  hundred  and  thirty-three. 

Guy.  That’s  the  ticket  ! 

Mag.  You  seem  to  possess  the  perfect  use  of  your 
tongue,  friend. 

Guy.  And  if,  on  this  cold  morning,  I  had  lost  the  use 
of  my  tongue,  it  would  little  matter. 

Mag.  How  so  ? 

Guy.  Because  my  teeth  would  chatter. 

Mag.  [Apart  to  Laud.']  I  reckon  upon  your  silence  ; 
and  should  it  be  our  chance  again  to  encounter,  remember 
to  forget  that  we  have  ever  met.  [Turning  briskly  to  Guy.] 
If  I  am  exact,  your  number  is  three  hundred  and  thirty- 
three* 

Guy.  That’s  the  ticket!  [Exit  Magnus  Montfichet, 
L.  s.  E.]  Umph  !  [Looking  after  Magnus.] 

Now  if  the  high  gallows  had  but  its  due, 

I  know  pretty  certain  the  fate,  sir,  of  you. 

[7b  Laud.]  I  don’t  over  and  above  palate  that  gentleman. 

Laud.  You,  then,  know  him  ? 

Guy.  Don’t  I  know  everybody  ?  He  is  called  Magnus 
Montfichet,  and  is  in  his  vocation  a  mercer. 

Laud.  And  upon  what  grounds  do  you  object  to  the 
man } 

Guy.  For  being  cheated  out  of  my  money  at  his  shop  in 
the  Minories.  I  purchased  this  pair  of  hose  there,  and 
when  I  brought  them  home,  I  found - 

Laud.  I  guess — holes  in  them. 

Guy.  To  be  sure  ;  or  how  could  I  have  got  my  legs  into 
them  ?  I  bought  them  for  lamb’s-wool,  and  they  turned 
out  to  be  worsted. 

Laud.  But  of  this  gentleman,  for  reasons  of  my  own,  I 
am  anxious  to  gather  every  particular  regarding  him. — 
Come,  your  opinion. 

Guv.  You  shall  have  it,  because  I  respect  you,  Laud 
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Glenfillan,  and  shall  never  forget  the  day  when,  wandering 
in  the  streets,  homeless  and  nearly  starved,  and  could  al¬ 
most  have  eat  my  very  shoes  for  food,  you  took  me  in,  and 
shared  your  crust — your  last  one,  with  me. 

Laud.  Out  on  ye,  silly  fool ! 

Guy.  I  am  not  altogether  the  fool  for  which  I  am  taken  ; 
but  be  that  as  it  may,  I  am  your  friend — almost,  maybe,  a 
useless  one ;  but  there  is  nothing  in  this  world  so  bad  as 
not  to  be  good  for  something.  The  poor  Earl  and  the 
poor  Guy  are  now  both  out  at  elbows  with  fortune  ;  yet  if 
our  misfortunes  make  us  wise,  they  will  well  compensate 
us  for  our  losses.  So  cheer  up !  a  day  will  come  when 
the  sun  shall  shine  upon  both  sides  of  the  hedge.  In  the 
mean  time,  let  the  wind  of  adversity  blow  from  what  point 
it  may,  or  from  all  if  it  will,  still  shall  the  glow  of  grati¬ 
tude  give  warmth  to  my  heart,  and  I’ll  follow  and  aid  you 
until  its  pulses  cease  to  beat,  and  the  muscles  of  this  right 
arm  wither  !  As  a  guerdon,  my  number  is  three  hundred 
and  thirty-three.  —  There’s  my  hand  —  and  that’s  the 
ticket ! 

Laud.  I  do  believe  you.  But  your  opinion  upon  this 
subject - 

Guy.  Is  simply  this.  Magnus  Montfichet  is  one  of 
those  men  who  have  crawled,  not  stepped,  up  the  ladder 
of  fortune  ; — the  world  teems  with  such  vermin,  the  fungi 
of  this  life ;  and  ’tis  the  fashion — varlets,  who  become 
great  by  degrees,  with  the  aid  of  little  measures.  The  ig- 
noi'ance  of  this  man  is  his  pride  ; — magnanimitv  he  laughed 
at,  as  many  do  at  that  which  they  cannot  comprehend  ; 
and,  in  its  stead,  took  meanness  for  his  bedfellow.  In 
short,  he  jostled  his  way  through  the  crowd  of  life,  as  a 
chimney-sweeper  does  through  a  crowd  in  the  street — by 
the  worth  of  the  contempt  he  generated,  and  by  being 
dirty.  There’s  sentiment  for  you  ! 

Laud.  Faith,  you  are  coming  out ! 

Guy.  I  don’t  listen  at  the  corners  of  streets  for  nothing. 
Laud.  Enough,  Guy ! 

Guy.  The  same  to  you,  sir ! 

Laud.  Do  you  know  an  old  mansion  called  the  Wooden 
House  of  London  Wall  } 

Guy.  Yes :  they  say  ’tis  haunted,  and  so  it  is — with 
rats,  like  the  house  of  parliament.  At  the  back  there  is  a 
tank,  or  reservoir,  supplied  by  a  pipe  with  water  from  the 
Thames  ;  which,  by  the  way,  they  are  cleansing  from  the 
soil  and  sediment.  Why  did  you  ask  that  question  ? 
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Laud.  No  matter.  Take  this  letter  to  the  Saracen’s 
Effigy;  it  is  for  its  host,  Master  Bountiful  Bird’s-eye, 
and  be  sure  to  give  it  into  his  own  hand.  What  are  you 
doing,  Guy  ? 

Guy.  Pinning  the  letter  upon  my  knot.  I  wear  no 
pockets,  and,  heavy  or  light,  I  always  carry  my  burthen 
upon  my  shoulders. 

A  Voice.  [Without,  l.]  Hallo,  porter  ! 

Guy.  Here’s  another  job  !  Good  bye,  Master  Laud, 

Voice.  [Without.']  Hallo! 

Guy.  I’m  coming  ! 

Voice.  [Without.]  Hoa !  number  three  hundred  and 
thirty-three  1 

Guy.  Yes,  sir.  That’s  the  ticket!  [Exit,  l. 

Laud.  Some  trick  of  villany  is  in  agitation.  Let  me 
muse.  This  Protheroe  from  the  Levant  appears  to  be  the 
bearer  of  a  deed  of  some  consequence  ;  —  the  broker. 
Brand,  resides  in  the  house  at  London  Wall ;  he,  the  bro¬ 
ker,  and  two  other  gentlemen,  are  there  to  meet  this  Pro¬ 
theroe  : — now,  is  Protheroe  their  accomplice  in  some  kna¬ 
very,  or  is  he  their  dupe  or  are  they  plotting  something 
to  Protheroe’s  prejudice,  or  baneful  to  the  inheritance  of 
their  kinswoman  ?  Both  the  cousins  seem  of  a  doubtful 
character ; — I  know  not  what  to  conjecture. 

[He  sta7ids  musing,  r. 

Enter  Master  Laurence  Osgood,  l. 

Osg.  I  have  dogged  my  pretty  belle  of  Bow  into  yonder 
shop.  How  long  she  loiters  !  Ha  !  here  she  comes  ! 

Enter  Penelope  Montfichet,  l.,  followed  by  a  Female 
.  Servant. 

Good  morrow,  dear  Penelope  ! 

Pen.  Laurence,  I  am  glad  to  meet  you.  You  received 
the  invitation  to  dance  a  measure  at  the  Mansion  House, 
from  her  ladyship  the  mayoress  ? 

Osg.  I  did  most  joyfully. 

Pen.  All  will  end  well,  Laurence,  if  marriage  be  well. 

Osg.  Will  Magnus,  and  Hammond,  his  cousin,  be  at  the 
ball  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  at  nine. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  This,  then,  is  the  sister  of  Magnus,  and 
that  juvenile  appears  to  be  a  lover. 

Pen.  Marchant  Protheroe,  the  friend  of  my  poor  uncle, 
is  arrived,  and  is  the  depositary  of  his  last  wishes.  He  is 
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a  stranger  to  me,  and  neither  myself  or  brother  have  ever 
seen  him  ; — we  expect  his  visit  every  hour,  and  come  when 
he  will,  he  shall  be  welcomed.  There  is  my  hand.  You 
will  be  at  the  ball  at  nine,  Laurence  ? 

Osg.  Assuredly.  \To  the  Servant:^  Young  woman — 

Ser.  Sir  ! 

Osg.  If  you  will  turn  your  head,  I  will  give  you  a  tester. 

[2Ae  Servant  turns  away,  and  Laurence  salutes  Pe¬ 
nelope. 

Pen.  W^ell,  have  you  done  ?  Go  your  way,  sir  ! 

Osg.  I  will,  and  a  short  way  with  you,  too. 

\JExeunt  Penelope  and  Laurence,  r. — the  Servant  is 
following. 

Laud.  \Calling  her  bach.^  Young  woman,  if  you’ll  turn 
your  head  away,  I’ll  give  you  a  tester. 

{He  kisses  her. — Exit  Servant,  r. 

Laud.  I  see  it ! — At  nine,  Magnus  wall  be  at  the  old 
house  in  London  W^all ;  at  half-past  I  may  present  myself, 
’iet,  stay !  I  need  a  dress,  and  must  change  my  rags  for  a 
coat  of  another  colour.  A  few  gold  coins  will  accomplish 
this,  and  I  possess  at  least  a  dozen.  {Going,  l. 

Re-enter  Guy  Goodbody,  l.,  meeting  him. 

You  have  delivered  the  letter  ? 

Guy.  I  have. 

Laud.  And  into  the  hands  of  Master  BountifulBird’s-eye.^ 

Guy.  Not  exactly  into  his  hands. 

Laud.  Sirrah,  I  desired  you  to  deliver  it  into  his  bare 
hands. 

Guy.  But,  sirrah,  I  couldn’t  deliver  it  into  his  bare  hands. 

Laud.  And  why  not  } 

Guy .  Because  he  had  got  his  gloves  on. 

Laud.  Now,  then,  will  I  and  my  rags  part  companv  • 
and— Penelope  Montfichet !  oh,  Penelope!  Guy,  Guv  ^ 
you  rascal! —  ■ 

Guy.  Yes,  sirrah. 

_  Laud.  I  am  but  going  to  the  next  street— shall  be  back 
in  an  instant— Oh,  Penelope  !  Penelope  I— and  if  any  one 
should  inquire  for  me  in  the  mean  time,  say— sav— Yon 
lovely  creature  I  [E^'f 

Guy.  {Mimicking  Laud.]  Oh,  Penelope  My-ftdget’ii 
Guy,  Guy— you  rascal !  if  anybody  inquires  after  me  in 
the  mean  time,  say — Oh !  you  lovely  creature  ! 

{Music  heard  ivithout—air,  Alice  Grey:'' 
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Enter  Jonas  Glenfillan,  r.  u.  e.,  supported  by  Alice 

Grey. 

Jonas.  Whither  has  accident  directed  us,  Alice  ? 

Alice.  To  London  Wall,  where  the  laddie  told  us  we 
should  find  the  runaway. 

Jonas.  Is  there  not  some  one  near  us  ? 

Alice.  There  is,  and  wi’  a  benevolent  countenance. 

Jonas.  I  will  accost  him. 

Guy.  [Muring. ^  And  in  the  interim,  if  any  one  should 
ask  for  me,  say - 

Jonas.  [To  Guy.']  I  beg  to  inquire  for  one  Laud  Glen¬ 
fillan. 

Guy.  [Turning  quickly  to  Glenfillan.]  Oh,  you  lovely 
creature  !  Now,  good  people,  your  pleasure. 

Alice.  Do  ye  ken  the  dwelling,  pray,  of  a  Scottish  lad, 
ca’ed  Laud  Glenfillan  ? 

Guy.  That  is  his  house,  but  he  is  from  home.  [Aside.] 

I  must  deny  him,  in  case  they  want  to  stop  to  dinner  ;  — 
they  look  as  if  they  needed  one. 

Alice.  That’s  pitiful,  and  we  are  sair  sorry,  for  we  ha’ 
come  a  lang  and  weary  way  to  see  him. 

Guy.  How  far  ? 

Alice.  Fra  within  a  mile  o’  Edinbro’  toun. 

Guy.  But  not  in  the  rosy  time  of  the  year,  lassie. 

Alice.  Nae,  stranger.  The  rosy  time  o’  the  year  is  a 
brief  season,  and  the  joyless  heart  will  oft  lang  heavily 
for  its  return  ;  —  but  it  only  cheats  itself,  for  neither  time 
or  clime  can  ever  warm  the  cheek  of  the  soul  subdued, 
when  hope  in  the  heart  is  buried. 

.Jonas.  [Apart  to  her.]  Alice  ! 

Alice.  I  loved  Laud  Glenfillan,  cauld  though  I  might 
lia’  seemed  to  him  ;  but  not  mair  cauld  than  maiden  mo¬ 
desty  would  warrant. 

Jonas.  Have  you  not  had  proof  that  he  is  a  light  love, 
and  an  unworthy - 

.  Alice.  You  are  his  father — remember  that ;  and  remem¬ 
ber,  also,  my  protector,  our  wager  and  your  promise. 

Jonas.  Your  brooch  of  gold  to  a  braid  of  my  silver  hair, 
that  Laud  Glenfillan  will  spotless  come  from  this  ordeal  of 
his  honour. 

Alice.  And  would  you  not  weep  to  win  this  wager,  Jo¬ 
nas  Glenfillan  } 

Jonas.  Yes,  tears  of  blood,  to  own  his  baseness. 

Alice.  Nae,  nae  ;  faulty  he  may  ha’  been ;  evil  report 
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has  said  as  much,  nae  mair.  Should  his  deeds  disprove 
my  words,  I  will  tear  him  fra  my  heart,  though  he  were 
ten  times  mair  its  master.  Base,  said  ye  ?  My  life  upon 
his  faith  !  Virtue  may  sadden,  yet  linger  still  in  a  noble 
heart ;  but  baseness  must  not  enter,  or  she  flies  for  ever. 
1  know  the  means  by  which  we  make  this  essay  are  diffi- 
cult;  but  to  believe  a  thing  impossible  is  to  render  it  so. 
Kemember  the  motto  of  your  ane  proud  house _ “  He 

who  remains  in  the  valley  will  never  cUmb  over  the  moun- 
tain.  ’ 

Gmj  Truly,  hills  are  very  troublesome,  and,  when  one 
IS  heavily  laden  not  at  all  the  ticket.  Now  there  is  one 
at  Holboin,  and  I  11  bet  either  of  you,  that  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  you  don’t  carry  up  it  a  four-post  bedstead  with- 
out  perspiring.  Bless  us  !  why,  are  you  blind  ? 

Jonas.  Quite  blind,  and  a  beggar. 

Guy.  Dear  me  !  if  you  are  quite  blind,  I  dare  say  you 
find  It  very  difficult  to  see.  ^  ^ 

Alice.  Friend,  when  Laud  Glenfillan  returns,  say  to  him 
that  two  strangers  fra  the  north  ha’  ca’ed  to  speak  wi’ 
him  ;  one  a  woman' -  ^ 

tl/?ig°htntagf  ““d  '>y 

Gut/.  [Aside.']  Pleasant  company  ! 

Say  to  him,  that  the  auld  mon  is  compelled  to 
ply  the  streets  for  bread.  ^ 

Guy.  Yes. 

footteps.'^'’'*  ““““ 

Guy.  Yes. 

Jonas.  to  him,  we  shall  return  within  an  hour, 
ixwy.  1  will, 

ht"f  ‘'’f  his  native 

fi  e  at  hh  i  he  will  stir  the 

welcoL  r"°  ’i  °P“  ‘he  door  of 

eicome.  [Leading  Jonas.]  Now  to  ask  charity. 

Cl,',,  J^xeunt  Alice  and  Jonas,  V  f 

«“■  hut  w; 

open  the  door’ of  ® 

Tell  kim  fv.'  eicome,  because  it  has  no  hinares 

Sg"  him  that !  I  won't  tell  bii  a;y. 

Re-enter  Laud  Glenfillan,  elegantly  dremd,  l. 

Laud.  So,  m  this  trim  I  may  safely  make  my  appearance. 
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at  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London’s  mansion.  Embrace  me, 
Guy ! 

Guy.  I  will,  sir. 

Laud.  Again  and  again  embrace  me. 

Guy.  I  will — I  will,  sir. 

Latid.  Call  me  no  more  the  Earl  of  Poverty,  but  Mar- 
chant  Protheroe. 

Guy.  Marchant  Protheroe  ! 

Laud.  Don’t  speak  to  me  !  I  have  all  my  directions. 
[Walking  about  hurriedly,  followed  by  Guy.']  Yes,  I  am 
Marchant  Protheroe — d’ye  hear  ? 

Guy.  Yes,  you  are  Martyn  Protheroe — d’ye  hear? 

Laud.  The  doors  of  the  Mansion  House  will  open  to 
that  name.  I’ll  dive  to  the  depths  of  this  mystery,  and — 
Oh  !  I  am  eager  to  join  in  the  great  world ! 

Guy.  And  so  am  I,  sir. 

Laud.  I  shall  not  be  out  of  place. 

Guy.  No  more  shall  I,  sir. 

Laud.  Penelope  '  oh,  Penelope  ! 

Guy.  Exactly  so,  sir. 

Laud.  Now,  then,  to  my  carriage. 

Guy.  What  carriage  ? 

Laud.  The  one  I’ve  hired  for  the  occasion. 

Guy.  And  my  carriage  also  ;  for  I’ll  get  up  behind  you. 
But  where  am  1  to  drive  to  ? 

Laud.  To  the  mansion  of  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London. 

[Exit,  hastily,  R. 

Guy.  To  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  coachee  !  That’s 
the  ticket !  [Exit,  R. 

SCENE  II. — An  Antechamber  or  Drawing-Room  conti¬ 
guous  to  the  Dancing  Hall  at  the  Mansion  House — 
heavy  drapery  separating  the  rooms — a  couch,  R. — a 
full-length  looking-glass,  l.  —  the  sounds  of  music  and 
revelry  heard  without. 

Enter  Magnus  and  Hammond  Montfichet,  l. 

Mag.  The  ball  has  commenced ;  it  is  nine  o’clock. — 
Come,  cousin. 

Ham.  I  hesitate  to  advance  any  further  in  this  proceeding. 
Mag.  And  why  go  back  ?  The  letter  has  been  long  in 
the  hands  of  Protheroe  ;  the  wooden  house  is  hired ;  the 
empty  tank  ready ;  the  grave  dug.  Psha !  when  the 
water  flows  over  it,  who  will  be  the  wiser  ?  No  one  :  but 
who  will  be  the  richer  ?  You  and  I  ! 
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Ham.  Tempt  me  not ! 

Mag.  Are  not  all  our  measures  well  taken  ?  It  is  un¬ 
likely  our  absence  will  be  observed  ;  we  shall  not  be  long 
gone.  Quick  to  the  dwelling,  of  the  pretended  asrent — 
to  London  Wall ! 

Ham.  May  it  fall  and - - 

Mag.  Absurd  !  Will  it  not  be  gladsome  news,  indeed, 
to  the  ears  of  many,  to  hear  that  Hammond  Montfichet, 
the  proud  and  squandering  mercer,  is  a  prisoner  for  debt 
in  the  gaol  of  Ludgate  ? 

Ham.  Is  Marchant  Protheroe  an  old  man  ? 

Mag.  A  few  minutes  will  decide  that  question.  Follow 

\Exeunt,  r. 

Music.  Enter  Sia  Crispe  Dunstan,  Laurence  Os¬ 
good,  Penelope  Montfichet,  and  Lady  Damaris 
Diana  Dunstan,  l. — the  latter  preceded  by  a  Page 
carrying  a  huge  fan  of  feathers,  and  followed  by  ano¬ 
ther  Page  bearing  her  train. 


Lady  D.  {c.)  Really,  Laurence  Osgood,  that  observation 
bungs  the  blush  of  modesty  into  my  countenance  ;  for  po¬ 
sitively  my  disposition  is  as  soft  as  the  soap  of  sensibility 
and  my  manners  as  mild  as  the  milk  of  roses,  rrurning 
^0  I’ll  tell  you  what,  young  gentleman,  if  you 

don  t  hold  up  my  train  in  a  more  graceful  manner,  I’ll 
order  you  to  be  thrown  out  of  the  window  ! 

^  Sir  C.  (r.)  Good  sister,  enjoy  your  city  reign  of  dig¬ 
nity,  for  It  draws  to  an  end;  the  ninth  of  November  is 
near  at  hand,  and - - 

Peji.  (l.)  And  then  farewell  to  the  Lord  Mayor  of 
London !  ^ 

Sir  C.  Not  so,  my  pretty  ward;  another  will  succeed  : 
Kings,  queens,  and  lord  mayors,  never  die — they  are  im¬ 
mortal.  But  have  you  not  some  expectation  of  seeing 
here  this  eve  your  late  father’s  friend— I  forget  the  name  ? 


Enter  a  Servant,  r. 

Ser.  iBowing.']  Master  Marchant  Protheroe. 

Enter  Laud  Glenfillan,  r.,  as  Marchant  Protheroe— 

they  salute  him. 

Lady  p.  lAside.'\  Bless  me,  what  an  appearance!  I 
declare  he  quite  stimulates  my  virgin  sensibility!  \To 
Laud.\  Sir,  we  have  been  long  expecting  you,  in  the  most 
impatient  and  graceful  manner.  ^  ^  uie  most 
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Laud.  My  eagerness  kept  pace  with  yours,  assure  your¬ 
self.  The  more  I  gaze  on  yonder  lady,  the  more 

entranced  I  feel. 

Lady  D.  \_Aside.'\  I  thought  how  it  would  end  !  —  He 
is  struck  with  my  appearance,  and  has  not  an  eye  for  any 
other  female.  How  very  graceful  he  is  ! 

Ijaud.  [To  Lady  Diana.'\  Will  you  favour  me  with  an 
introduction  to  that  young  lady  ?  [Points  to  Penelope. 

Lady  D.  [Aside.^  Umph  !  not  so  very !  [Aloud.']  The 
Lady  Penelope  Montfichet !  Master  Marchant  Protheroe  I 

Pen.  Ah,  sir  !  with  what  emotion  do  I  look  on  you — 
you,  who  received  the  last  sigh  of  my  lamented  uncle  ! — 
How — why  did  he  die  ? 

Laud.  [Aside.]  Why  did  he  die  ?  —  Doubtless  for  the 
want  of  breath,  as  I  cannot  assign  a  better  reason.  [Aloud.] 
We  will  change  the  theme  ;  for  the  chamber  of  joy  is  not 
the  best  selected  spot  for  a  tale  of  mourning. 

Lady  D.  [ylsif?e.]  What  exquisite  sympathy  ! 

Sir  C.  [Taking  Laud's  hand.]  ’Tis  possible  that  you 
are  right. 

Laud.  Oh,  I  am  sure  I  am  !  [Aside.]  W.ry  well  got  over  ! 
[Looking  at  Penelope.]  She  is  sweetly  pretty  !  [Aloud.] 
My  affection  for  your  uncle  was  great,  [Taking  out  his 
handkerchief.]  great  indeed  ;  but  time  may  ameliorate  his 
loss,  and  I  may  be  fortunate  enough  to  transfer  the  affec¬ 
tion  felt  for  him  to  another  branch  of  the  family. 

[Becomes  assiduous  in  his  attentions  to  Penelope. 

Osg.  [Apart  to  Lady  Dunstan.]  That  gentleman  seems 
on  most  happy  terms  with  his  elegant  qualifications. 

J^ady  D.  [Apart.]  How  free  he  is  ! 

Osg.  He  is,  and  much  more  free  than  welcome. 

Pen.  Magnus,  my  brother,  and  Hammond — where  are 
they 

Sir  C.  They  left  the  rooms  as  the  clock  struck  nine — 
gone  I  know  not  Whither. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  I  do  ! 

Sir  C.  So,  if  young  gallants  neglect  their  duty,  1  must 
look  to  mine.  To  the  dance  !  and  then  the  banquet. 

[Music. — Exeunt  Sir  Crispe  and  Attendants,  l. 

Laud.  [To  Penelope.]  Kind,  amiable  girl! 

Osg.  Sir,  the  hand  of  that  lady  is  engaged  to  me  for  the 
next  two  dances.  Excuse  me,  sir  ;  I  wish  you  every  hap¬ 
piness.  [Escorting  Penelope  out,  l. 

Laud.  [Aside,  l.]  And  I  wish  you  at  the  devil ! 
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Lad]/  D.  {Aside,  r.]  Heigho !  what  a  remarkably 
pretty  man  is  that  Master  Protheroe ! 

Laud.  {Aside.~\  So  !  I  am  to  be  left  t6te-a-t6te  with 
this  venerable  old  tabby — this  female  Methusalem  ! 

Lady  D.  {Aside.']  He  is  talking  to  himself.  How  sorry 
I  am  to  lose  the  slightest  word  he  utters  !  {Aloud.]  Mas¬ 
ter  Protheroe,  in  your  absence  from  London,  it  will  be  ne¬ 
cessary  to  inform  you  of  a  few  particulars — 

Laud.  I  have  been  in  London  before,  then  ? 

Lady  D.  Jester,  you  know  it!  I  found  you  in  the 
streets  clothed  in  a  ragged  plaid ;  and  from  what  I  could 
gather  from  your  boyish  talk,  you  had  ran  away  from  your 
friends  in  the  north,  to  make  your  fortune  in  London. 

Laud.  Indeed  ! — How  wicked  of  me  ! 

Lady  D.  Excessive.  Well,  I  took  compassion  on  your 
wretchedness  ;  and  hearing  that  the  Lady  Jemima  Green, 
the  great  soap-boiler’s  wife,  wanted  a  foot-boy  page,  I  se¬ 
lected  you. 

Laud.  And  did  not  I  give  the  fair  soap-boiler  satis¬ 
faction  } 

Lady  D.  For  a  time. 

Laud.  Ah  !  nothing  lasts  for  ever. 

Lady  D.  An  opportunity  occurring  for  the  improvement 
of  your  condition,  you  were  sent  by  her  friends  up  the  Le¬ 
vant  ;  there  you  remained  full  fifteen  years,  accumulating 
a  fortune  in  a  most  agreeable  manner,  and  which  I  trust 
you  will  not  spend  during  your  natural  life. 

Laud.  I  shall  not  spend  it,  be  assured  madam — {Aside  ] 
before  I  get  it !  l  -j 

Lady  D.  Ahem  ! — Allow  me  to  put  my  lip  to  your  ear. 

Laud.  {Aside.]  Does  the  old  lady  intend  to  salute  me  ? 

Lady  D.  Don’t  be  alarmed— -I  only  wish  to  whisper  to 
you.  ^ 

Laud.  Your  slave  is  all  attention. 

LadyD.  {Whispering.]  Magnus  Montfichet,  the  bro¬ 
ther  of  Penelope,  in  my  opinion,  is  not  a  grain  too  honest. 

Laud.  Surely  1 

Lady  D.  He  assumes  to  be  what  he  is  not,  which  no 
man  ought  to  do. 

Laud.  By  no  means. 

Lady  D.  I  hate  disguises. 

Laud.  And  so  do  I ! 

Lady  D.  And  it  is  my  suspicion  he  wishes  to  defraud 
ms  sister  of  her  preponderating  share  of  her  late  uncle’s 
property. 
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Laud.  A  most  ungentlemanly  proceeding. 

Lady  D,  Shocking  1 

Laud.  Dreadful ! 

Lady  D.  Hideous ! 

Laud.  Damnable ! 

Lady  D.  Listen  to  me — not  that  I  would  ascertain  more 
than  I  wish  to  discover  ;  but  it  is  reported  that  you 
have  brought  over  with  you  the  old  gentleman’s  will. 

Laud.  Is  it  so  reported  ? 

Lady  D.  Is  the  will  in  favour  of  Penelope  ? 

Laud.  Do — do  not  ask  me. 

Lady  D.  You  are  discretion  itself ;  still  there  is  one 
little  question,  in  which  I  take  the  liveliest  interest,  if  you 
could  but  be  persuaded  to  answer  it. 

Laud.  And  what  may  it  be  } 

Lady  D.  Is  my  name  mentioned  in  the  testament } 

Laud.  \^Aside.'\  I  shall  be  plagued  to  death  if  I  do  not 
cast  a  sop  to  this  old  Cerberae  !  [Aloud.'\  I — I - 

Lady  D.  You  hesitate. 

Laud.  Madam,  this  question — [Pointing  to  the  Pages.] 
Besides,  we  are  not  alone. 

Lady  D.  Little  boys,  go  to  bed.  [Exeunt  Pages,  r.]  It 
is  a  most  destructive  habit  to  keep  children  up  so  late  in 
the  evening.  Now,  Master  Protheroe. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  Aye,  now  for  a  thumper  !  [Aloud.]  My 
lamented  friend^ - Excuse  this  weakness. 

Lady  D.  Anything,  if  you  will  go  on. 

Laud.  Has  bequeathed  you  ten  thousand  pounds. 

Lady  D.  Ten  thousand  pounds  ! — I  am  independent ! — 
Excuse  my  sensibility  ;  but  I’ll  just  run  all  over  the  house, 
tell  everybody,  and  then  come  back  to  you,  and  go  into 
hysterics.  [Exit,  l. 

Laud.  [Looking  off,  r.]  They  come  !  —  How  pale  they 
look  ! 

[Conceals  himself  behind  the  antiquated  looking-glass, 
near  l.  f. 

Music.  —  Re-enter  Magnus  and  Hammond  Montfi- 
CHET,  R.,  wild  and  haggard  in  their  appearance. 

Mag.  Hammond  ! 

Ham.  Call  me  not  Hammond — call  me  villain  ! 

Mag.  Fool  !  would  be  an  epithet  more  fitting. 

Ham.  A  glass  !  [Going  towards  the  mirror.]  Is  there 
no  trace  upon  my  dress  ? 

Mag.  Come  back  ! — There’s  nothing  !  What  weakness  ! 

c  2 
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Resume  your  senses  ;  remember  what  is  to  be  done  !  We 
have  slain  this  Marchant  Protheroe,  and  have  dug  his 
grave  at  the  bottom  of  the  tank :  now,  before  the  excava¬ 
tion  is  covered  by  the  water,  we  need  a  mason’s  aid  to  re¬ 
place  the  stone  ;  and  it  should  be  done  this  night,  to  secixre 
our  safety. 

Ham.  It  should,  indeed  ! 

Mag.  I  wish  that  we  had  thought  of  this  before  ;  ’tis 
getting  late,  and  no  doubt  the  labourers  have  all  retired 
to  their  dwellings. 

Ham.  No  ;  on  my  way  I  encountered  one,  whom  I  have 
often  noted  wandering  late  by  London  Wall.  He  is  said 
to  be  a  simpleton,  though  a  crafty  workman.  Should  you 
meet  the  fellow,  you  will  know  him  by  his  white  working- 
frock,  and  a  stammer  in  his  speech. 

Laud.  {^Aside.']  A  stammer  in  his  speech  ! — I’ll  perso¬ 
nate  this  mason.  {Exit,  hastily,  r. 

Mag.  Here,  take  this  key  of  the  back  portal ;  enter  the 
tank,  and  get  the  ladder  ready,  while  I’ll  go  seek  the 
fellow.  [Exit  Hammond,  r.]  What  is  this  ?  [Picking  up 
Laud's  hat.']  A  hat,  and  behind  the  glass  !  Have  we  had 
listeners  1 

Mvmc.— Re-enter  Sir  Crispe  Dunstan,  Lady  Dun- 
STAN,  Laurence  Osgood,  and  Penelope,  l. 

Sir  C.  Where  is  your  cousin  Hammond,  Magnus  ? 

Mag.  Smitten  with  a  sudden  vertigo,  he  has  returned 
home.  [Aside.]  They  know  not  of  my  absence. 

Pen.  But  where  is  Marchant  Protheroe.?  Have  you 
seen  him  to-night,  Magnus  ? 

Mag.  [Aside.]  The  man  we  have  just  now  slain ! _ 

[Aloud.]  I — I  see  Marchant  Protheroe  ? — Not  I  ' Have 

you  ? 

Lady  D.  Yes,  either  he  or  his  spectre. 

Mag.  Spectre  ! — Is  he  dead  .? 

Sir  C.  Dead  ! — He  was  not  so  an  hour  ago. 

Mag,  An  hour  ago  ! — Are  ye  all  mad  .? 

Pen.  Dear  brother,  you  have  been  drinking,  or  you 
would  scarcely  ask  if  a  man  be  dead,  when  vou  hold  his 
holiday  hat  in  your  hand.  When  people  di^,  sables  are 
moie  in  the  mode  than  a  plume  of  snowy  feathers. 

Mag.  inside.]  I’m  lost  in  wonder,  but  I’ll  humour  the 
p  nion.  [Aloud.]  Yes,  I  have  been  drinking.  And  so 
Marchant  I  rotheroe  has  been  here  .?  and  this  is  his  hat .? 

Liaay  D.  It  is. 
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Mag.  [Throwing  it  from  him.']  Cut  off  the  horns  of 
Lucifer,  and  it  will  fit.  The  devil ! 

Lady  D.  For  shame  !  —  A  reformed  drunkard  should 
never  be  left  in  a  cellar. 

Mag.  Yes,  I  see.  Lady  Damaris,  that  you  are  tipsy  ; 
and,  as  you  confess - 

Lady  D.  I  tipsy  ? — I  confess  ? 

Omnes.  But  where  is  Marchant  Protheroe  ? 

[Exeunt  all  but  Magnus,  n. 

Mag.  Aye,  tell  me  truly  where  is  Marchant  Protheroe  ! 

[Exit,  hastily,  r. 

SCENE  III.  —  Moonlight.  —  The  Exterior  of  the  Old 
Wooden  House  of  London  Wall. 

Enter  Laud  Glenfillan,  disguised  as  a  Stone-Mason, 

L.  s.  E. 

Laud.  So  far  are  my  views  accomplished  ;  a  coin  of  no 
great  value  bought  this  disguise  of  the  idiot  mason ;  the 
trowel  I  have  borrowed.  Now,  then,  to  imitate  his  sim¬ 
pleton  manners.  Here  is  the  wooden  house,  and  I  am  in 
good  time.  Ha !  a  hasty  step !  [Looking  off,  r.]  ’Tis 
Magnus ! 

Enter  Magnus  Montfichet,  r. 

Mag.  Good !  this  is  the  idiot.  [Calling  to  Laud.] 
Varlet ! 

Laud.  [Stammering .]  Ye-ye-yes,  sir. 

Mag.  Wilt  work  for  me  ? 

Laud.  Y^e-yes ;  I’ll  make  a  grave-stone  for  you  with 
p-p-pleasure. 

Mag.  In  good  time ;  but  now  I  need  you  for  a  better 
purpose.  I  have  buried  a  treasure ;  and  require  an  ex¬ 
perienced  workman  to  replace  the  stone  which  is  to  cover 
it,  so  as  to  deceive  the  eye  impatient  for  the  discovery. — 
You  understand  ? 

Laud.  Y-ye-yes  :  you  want  to-to-to  deceive  me,  and 
not  to  make  discovery. 

Mag.  No  ;  I  merely  desire  a  specimen  of  your  craft. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  And  you  shall  have  such  a  specimen  of 
my  craft  as  you  do  not  desire. 

Mag.  What  I  are  you  muttering  ? 

Laud.  I  was  s-s-saying,  wdiat  will  you  give  me  ? 

Mag.  [Giving  him  money.]  That  certain,  and  more 
than  what  I  have  given  in  promise. 
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Laud.  He-he-here’s  my  hand,  and  he-he-here’s  my 
trowel.  [^Magnus  takes  out  a  handkerchief,  and  commences 
tying  it  over  Laud’s  eyes.^  Heigh  !  w-what  are  you  about  ^ 

Mag.  Binding  your  eyes. 

Laud.  I-i-if  you  bind  my  ey-eyes,  how  shall  I  be  a-a- 
able  to  see  ? 

Mag.  When  I  hire  a  man  to  bury  a  treasure,  dost  think 
that  I  would  have  him  know  the  place  where  it  is  secreted  ? 
No  ! — You  have  a  short  distance  to  go  yet :  is  it  so  under¬ 
stood  between  us  ? 

Laud.  Ye-ye-yes,  sir. 

Mag.  [Aside.]  He  is  quite  a  natural.  Now,  as  to  dis¬ 
tance,  to  deceive. 

[Magnus  leads  Laud  about,  and  with  his  walking- 
staff  touches  his  skin  or  head  occasionally ,  that  he 
may  suppose  that  there  are  obstacles  in  his  way. 

Mag.  Raise  your  foot — that  is  a  step. 

Laud.  W-w-where  are  we? 

Mag.  Near  the  Thames,  Don’t  you  hear  the  rush  of 
the  river  ? 

Laud.  I-I  do,  and  scent  the  fish.  This  is  November 
the  fourth,  and  the  s-spr-sprats  are  in  full  season. 

Mag.  Bow  your  head  ;  we  are  entering  a  cellar. 

Laud.  I  shall  pull  off  the  b-b-bandage. 

Mag.  If  you  do,  I’ll  stab  you. 

Laud.  Then  I  refuse  the  invitation.  Is  it  moonlight  ? 

Mag.  Bright. 

[Laud  sings  as  Magnus  conducts  him  about. 

DITTY, — Laud  Glenfillan. 

Said  a  cat  unto  his  favour’d  one, 

“  A  mousing  go  with  me, 

And  I  will  show  you  the  finest  rats 
That  ever  you  did  see.” 

She  took  the  gallant  at  his  word. 

And  sprang  upon  the  wall ; 

When,  lo  !  in  the  light 

Of  that  beautiful  night. 

Was  heard  a  most  terrible  squall. 

^  Mag  [Putting  his  staff  over  Laud.]  Now,  for  the  last 
'imCy  oo\v • 

Laud.  I’ll  do  it  like  a  dancing-master. 

[Music.— Magmis,  keeping  up  the  deception,  conducts 
him  into  the  house,  r.  d.  f. 
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SCENE  lY.  —  The  Yard  of  the  Old  Wooden  House  of 
London  Wall,  with  a  large  empty  Reservoir  or  Water 
Tank  below,  c. — a  sluice,  with  a  gutter  or  wooden  pipe 
overhanging  it,  r.  c.  —  a  ladder  within  the  tank,  c.  a 
hole  dug  at  the  bottom,  l. — a  flat  stone  near  it — a  cloak, 
concealing  a  human  body,  near  the  foot  of  the  ladder. 
Moonlight. 

Hammond  Montfichet  discovered  standing  by  the  hole, 
leaning  upon  a  spade,  with  a  lantern  beside  him.  A 
distant  clock  strikes  ten. 

Ham.  Ten  by  the  clock.  —  He  is  late.  —  The  body 
breathing  still !  No,  no  1  I  cheated  myself  with  the  vain 
belief :  it  is  cold  and  silent ! 

Music. — Enter  Magnus  Montfichet  and  Laud  Glen- 
YiL.hA'H  from  the  back  door  of  the  house,  l.  in  the  yard. 

Ha  !  a  sound  above  I  They  come,  and  are  descending ! 

Mag.  [To  Laud,  as  they  are  descending  into  the  tank.'] 
Put  your  foot  there  —  it  is  a  ladder  you  are  on.  Good! 
our  journey  is  now  over.  [Apart  to  Hammond.]  Chance 
has  befriended  us  indeed ! — This  fellow  is  quite  the  fool 
you  named  him.  [Laud,  in  descending,  places  his  foot 
upon  the  body  covered  by  the  cloak,  and  utters  an  excla¬ 
mation.]  Idiot !  what  are  you  about  ?  —  Dost  know  on 
what  you  have  trodden  ? 

Laud,  [Stammering.]  No-o,  master. 

Mag.  1  dare  say  not. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  But  I  do  :  ’twas  the  touch  of  a  human 
body  I 

Mag.  [Taking  off  the  bandage.]  There,  you  may  see  now. 
Laud.  [Looking  about.]  What  is  this  ? 

Mag.  Part  of  an  old  Roman  bath,  for  all  we  know. 
But  what  is  it  to  you,  so  long  as  you  receive  the  promised 

money  ?  ,  n  t  i.  • 

Laud.  No,  nothing — no-thing.  [Aside.]  I  see  he  is 

dead,  and  I  cannot  aid  him  ! 

Mag.  See  1  this  stone  is  to  cover  that  hole  ;  measure  it 
accurately  ;  —  then,  after  we  have  deposited  our  treasure, 
you  may  use  your  trowel ;  here  is  mortar  ready. 

Laud.  Ye-ye-yes,  master.  [Looking  into  the  hole.]  It 

is  very  de-e-deep.  rrr,  t  j  t 

Mag.  [Aside.]  That  is  more  than  you  are.  [To  Laud.] 

Now,  then,  to  bury  the  body. 

Laud.  The  body ! 
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whfe  we  Turn  away 

[Mnsic.—Jfaffms  takes  the  head  of  the  corse  and 

Sr  “ 

^  he  fills  unthTo''*-^'''^^T.  ^tone,  and 

TmJ  A  F  with  mortar,  8rc. 

i^ud.  Tis  done  ;  and  now  my  money.  ^ 

Let  aTonS^ondfr  sSe’Tif  fte^  mistrust  that  fellow. 

botyhim^n/our  sectrSher  "  ““ 

Laud.  [Aude,  overhearing  him.]  Is  it  so  indeed  i 
ladder  we  can’t  get  out  of  the  tank  ^ 

hafeSied  a“Sr  ”boj:  '  You 

sure  ;— yon  intended  to  dj^  “f  your  boasted  trea- 

water  from  that  sluice :  a  ckye“  idra  tS® 
see  how  excellently  I  will  execute  it  for  1*;;  " 

Jo,:7iit  telant  ruehee  frofneely 

May.  Hold! 

trif-youShe'idTotSsm 

end  of  act  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE 

R.,  foll^dXuLZaZlTToZ’aHdl  “ 

whom  are  Jonas  Glenk.olan  and  ZfZ 

CHANT— Adaxi. 

A  proclamation  to  the  nation. 

Given  for  their  information  ' 

;  lie  courage  of  an  ox 
Impelled  one  Guido  Faux 
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With  gunpowder,  to  strive, 

And  to  blow  up  alive. 

All  men  at  Parliament, 

By  the  nation  thither  sent. 

But  when  the  time  for  going  came. 

And  he  went  unto  the  vault. 

This  Guido  Faux  became  a  Guy, 

And  found  himself  at  fault. 

Arrested  was  he  on  the  spot. 

Approaching  to  the  wicket ; 

On  which  he  did  not  calculate, 

N  or  was  it - 

Enter  Guy  Goodbody,  l. 

Oini.  Quite  the  ticket ! 

Adam.  Therefore,  this  anniversary 

Is  by  the  king’s  command. 

To  be  preserved  a  holyday 
Throughout  this  happy  land. 

Barrels  of  beer  on  Tower  Hill 
Are  for  the  thirsty  free  ; 

And  tar-barrels  for  bonfires  big 
Beside  them  you  may  see. 

Now  this  is  all  my  history. 

And  I  wish  not  you  to  tire  ■, 

So  merrily  sing, 

God  save  the  king. 

And  merrily - 

Guy.  Hang  the  crier  ! 

[The  mob  shout — Adam  retires  up. 

Guy.  It  is  a  most  remarkable  thing  that  my  master  did 
I  not  come  home  last  night.  Has  anybody  seen  my  mas¬ 
ter  }  Master  Mark,  have  you  seen  my  master  ? 

Mark.  Not  I  ! 

Guy.  Master  Antony,  have  you  seen  my  master  ? 

Ant.  What  kind  of  a  man  is  he  ? 

Guy.  A  very  handsome  man,  and  the  effigy  of  myself. 
I  wish  I  could  find  my  master !  [Mixing  with  the  crowd.^ 
Who  knows  anything  about  my  master  ? 

Enter  Magnus  Montfichet,  with  a  morning  cloak,  l. 

Mag.  The  mason  has  outwitted  us.  Had  it  not  been 
by  the  opportune  assistance  of  a  rope  attached  to  the  tank, 
we  both  should  have  been  drowned.  Now  to  deliver  this 
letter,  written  by  the  scribe  in  the  name  of  Protheroe. — 
This  should  be  the  stand  for  porters.  [Calling  to  Guy.'] 
Hoa,  fellow  !  you  ply  as  a  carrier  ? 

Guy.  I  do. 

Mag.  What !  number  three  hundred  and  thirty-three  1 
Guy.  That’s  the  ticket ! 

Mag.  We  are  old  friends. 
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licitoTl’  as  the  devil  remarked  to  the  so- 

the  Saracen’s  Effigy,  and  give 
with  Bird’s-eye,  the  host;  and  he  will  possess  you 

th  certain  packages,  which  you  will  take  to  the  mansion 

can  be  TecLT?  [Givinff  money.]  There  !-Yon 

sir^hL^''^"  ""  enter.  But  pray, 

sii,  have  you  seen  my  master  ?  T 

Mag.  Who  is  your  master  ? 

Guy.  Master  Laud  Glenfillan. 

Mag.  The  scribe  .^-Not  I ;  nor  should  I  know  him  if 
we  again  encountered.  v  ’  “ 

™  compliment.  This  letter,  tZ^i 


Enter  Laud  Glenfillan,  l. 


Laud.  \^Snatc7iing  it.]  To  me. 

Guy.  You  ! — Who  are  you.^ 

Laud.  Your  master. 

cian“V„*tL":n”r  OW  “-!• 

man°loft  lS''e''ye'sr^  father.'  [.4si*.j  Guy,  has  the  old 

In  ten  minutes  mlet  me  wTh  yo"ur  p^Tani 

Mgy  ;  you  will  have  goods  ^.o  diSiver  aVtLe  *^"00 

iusfXwS  mf  gentleman  has 

tho^rpardM  know  my^LiS  ""I  1'°“  "“f  >ct 

thy®“''Tei"’m£es  ™rwor: 

let’s  have  a  sample  of  y^ur  idra™”®'' 

What  dance  louldTou  desire  > 

Guy.  A  merry  and  a  short  one. 

Jonas.  Hot  brose  and  butter  ’ 

Guy.  Aye,  that’s  the  ticket ! 


A  DANCE, 

By  the  Maidens  and  Apprentices  nr,.i  // 

ppreniices,  and  the  scene  closes. 
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SCENE  II. —  The  Morning  Chamber  or  Study  in  the 
Mansion  House — tables,  writing  materials,  i^c. 

Sir  Crispe,  Lady  Damaris,  and  Penelope,  discovered 

seated  at  breakfast,  Cadwallader  in  attendance. 

Lady  D.  Sir  Crispe,  I  conjure  you  to  be  careful  of  that 
utensil  of  Dresden  manufacture  ;  it  is  a  perfect  lore,  and 
I  value  it  beyond  the  wealth  of  worlds  in  the  most  reve¬ 
rential  manner,  because  it  was  the  gift  of  my  grandmother. 
So,  having  done,  for  fear  of  accident,  Cadwallader,  remove 
the  service. 

Cad.  \_Coming  forward.']  Cadwallader  will  obey  ;  but, 
look  you,  this  is  November  the  fifth,  and - 

Sir  C.  It  is  so,  and  a  general  holyday. 

Cad.  Therefore  doth  Cadwallader  humbly  claim  and  pe¬ 
tition  the  right  of  the  day,  in  order  to  be  carried  upon  the 
shoulders  of  men  as  the  effigy  of  Guy  Faux,  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  levying  contributions. 

Lady  D.  What !  and  shall  after  ages  have  to  say  that  a 
servitor  of  the  Lord  Mayor  disgraced  himself  by  such  a 
representation  ?  Forbid  it,  Gog  and  Magog,  in  the  most 
gigantic  manner  ! 

Cad.  But,  my  lady,  hur  has  promised — hur  honour  is 
concerned ;  and  if  hur  word  be  not  preserved.  Cot  splutter 
hur  nails  !  hur  will  be  torn  to  pieces  ! 

Lady  D.  Then  may  those  who  tear  you  to  pieces  put 
you  together  again ! — Go  you  do  not  further  than  down 
the  stairs ;  and  mind  you  are  careful  in  your  descent  with 
the  legacy  of  my  revered  relatives. 

Cad.  Then  if  hur  is  not  to  go,  hur  wouldn’t  be  sur¬ 
prised  if  hur  foot  was  to  slip,  look  you. 

[Exit,  with  the  tea  equipage,  l. 

Pen.  Grant  his  desire. 

Lady  D.  Not  I ! — Yesterday  was  he  sent  abroad  to  pur¬ 
chase  the  best  vegetables  the  market  would  produce; 
when,  to  my  surprise,  back  came  the  Welsh  villain,  with 
almost  a  waggon  load  of  leeks,  in  a  most  beastial  and  in¬ 
toxicating  manner.  No,  no  1  he  makes  no  Guy  of  him¬ 
self  to-day,  if  he  did  so  yesterday  ! 

Sir  C.  Still,  sister,  you  must  confess  him  to  be  a  good 
servant ;  and  as  this  is  the  first  false  step  he  has  made — 

Pen.  And  possibly  the  last - 

[A  crash  of  falling  china  heard  without,  l. 
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Cadwallader.  [^Calling  without.']  Oh!  hur  has  tum¬ 
bled  down  the  stairs  1 

Lady  D.  [Rising.]  Immortal  Jupiter!  there  goes  the 
gift  of  my  grandmother  ! 


Re-enter  Cadwallader,  with  the  fragments,  l. 

Cad.  Oh  I  oh  !  here’s  a  national  calamity  ! 

Lady  D.  Where— where  is  the  great  Dresden  tea-pot  ? 

Cad.  At  the  bottom  of  the  stairs ;  [Showing  a  frag¬ 
ment.]  but  here  is  the  top  of  it. 

LadyD.  And  where’s  the  great  Dresden  milk-noggin  } 

Cad.  Taking  tea  with  the  tea-pot. 

Lady  D.  Out  of  the  house  till  my  wrath  be  appeased. 
and  come  not  back  until  to-morrow ! 

Cad.  Oh  ho  1  then,  after  all,  Cadwallader  will  eo  a  Guv- 
Foxing  !  ^ 

Lady  D.  My  entrancing  china  covered  all  over  with  biue 
butter-flies  and  green  dragons,  so  beautifully  uely  I  all 
gone — all  lost  for  ever  ! 

Cad.  Look  you,  they  cannot  be  lost,  because  we  know 
where  to  find  ’em. 

Lady  D.  Oh,  you  villain  ! 

[Beats  him  with  a  salver,  and  drives  him  off,  l  fol¬ 
lowed  by  Penelope.  ' 


Enter  Magnus  and  Hammond  Montfichet,  r. 

Mag.  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship  !  May  I  trouble 
the  guardian  of  my  sister  to  give  a  few  days’  room  in  this 
thLol  ?  ^  certain  effects  belonging  to  Marchant  Pro- 

S'’  for  a  brief  season  ? 

ag.  No  ;  he  has  left  London  for  a  distant  part  of  the 

curfty?“’  property  here  for  better  se- 

Sir  a  What!  remove  without  making  me,  the  ffuardian 

enter  Laud  Glenph,  an,  airuplly,  n.,  followed  ivGvr 
bearing  a  chest  and  another  pack. 

me  tl.at  you  had  departed  ' 

Laud.  V,  ho  told  you  so  ? 
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SCENE  II.] 

Sir  C.  These  gentlemen. 

Laud.  There  it  appears  these  gentlemen  are  wrong. 

Sir  C.  And  that  your  effects  would  be  brought  hither. 

Laud.  There  they  are  right.  \_To  Guy.'\  Set  them  down 
carefully ;  \_Giving  money. ^  here  is  your  fee.  {Apart  to 
Guy.~\  Hii*e  me  that  house  in  Broad  St.  Giles,  as  1  com¬ 
manded. 

Guy.  But  who  will  find  the  money  ? 

Laud.  I  will. 

Guy.  That’s  the  ticket ! 

Mag.  {Apart  to  Hammond.']  The  self-same  porter  by 
whom  I  sent  the  letter  ! 

Ham.  {Apart.]  How  shall  we  act  ? 

Mag.  {Apart.]  Be  silent ! 

Guy.  {Apart  to  Laud.]  Why,  that’s  the  man  who  sent 
me  with  the  letter  ! 

Laud.  {Apart.]  Hush  !  he  changes  countenance. 

Giiy.  Then  I  hope  he  may  gain  an  honest  looking  one 
by  the  exchange,  for  the  one  he  now  wears  evidently  be¬ 
longs  to  a  rascal !  {Exit,  r. 

Sir  C.  The  duties  of  my  office  call  me  away  ;  when  I 
return  from  them,  I  shall  hope  for  an  explanation. 

Laud.  And  you  shall  have  an  ample  one. 

Sir  C.  I  am  contented.  {Exit,  l. 

Laud.  Now,  gentlemen,  I  am  at  your  service. 

Mag.  Villain  ! 

Ham.  {Rushing  up  to  Laud,  and  half  unsheathing  his 
sword.]  Impostor  1 

Laud.  Birds  of  a  feather  will  flock  together. 

Mag.  Rascal ! 

Ham.  {Still  advancing  to  Laud.]  Cut-purse  ! 

Laud.  From  your  manner,  gentlemen,  I  am  fearful  that 
you  are  angry. 

Mag.  How  ! 

J^aud.  Do  me  the  favour  to  preserve  your  distance.  I’m 
sorry  to  make  use  of  so  much  constrained  politeness,  and 
would  rather  proceed  mathematically  in  this  business. 

Mag.  My  blood  boils  ! 

Laud.  You  will  fret  yourself  into  a  fever. 

Ham.  This  cold  audacity - 

Laud.  Will  make  you  a  present  of  the  ague.  Come,  let 
us  begin  by  establishing  a  fact.  You  are  two,  I  am  one  ; 
but,  in  case  of  necessity,  {Presenting  two  small  pistols.] 
here  are  two  little  persuaders  that  will  bring  us  to  about  a 
level. 
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[act  II. 


Mag.  Sirrah  !  would  you  wish - 

Laud.  Precisely  ! — I  wish  to  speak  to  you.  I  know  not 
two  gentlemen  with  whose  affairs  I  have  taken  so  lively  an 
interest  for  a  long,  long  period.  Would  you  believe  that 
you  kept  me  awake  the  whole  of  last  night  ? 

Mag.  Awake  ! 

Laud.  Yes,  wide  awake ;  and  if  I  had  not  been  wide 
awake,  I  might  have  been  sound  asleep  at  the  present  mo¬ 
ment.  Pshaw  !  all  men  are  strangers  till  they  know  each 
other.  {Calling  off.']  Ho  !  there  ! 


Enter  a  Servant,  n. 

Some  slight  confectionary,  with  a  flask  of  wine  to  give  it  a 

*  ’tTT-  {Exit  Servant,  l. 

Mag.  Wines  ! 

Laud.  Yes,  wines.  ’Tis  a  fault,  I  own,  to  drink  of  a 
morning  ;  but  as  we  were  all  away  from  our  beds  last  night, 
it  may  do  the  office  of  sleep,  and  brace  anew  the  nervous 
system.  {Bringing  a  table  forward.]  See  !  here  is  a  table. 
I  will  take  the  centre.  {Sits.]  Here  are  chairs ;  sit  you 
beside  me.  ’’ 

Mag.  Not  I ! 

Ham.  Nor  I ! 

Lav^.  You  will  not  sit Being  tired,  excuse  my  doing 
so.  You  have  hired  in  the  name  of  Warrender  Brand, 
an  ancient  mansion  at  London  Wall  ? 

Mag.  How  ! 

Ham.  {Aside.]  Confusion  ! 

Re-enter  the  Servant  with  fruit  and  wine,  l. — he  places 
them  on  the  table,  and  exits,  n. 

Laud.  You  had  better  sit  down.  {They  sit.]  Come,  that 
IS  social '-Fill!  iTheyfilLI  And  you  sent  to  a  stranger, 

Levant,  a  certain  Master  Merchant 
r^rotheroe,  to  meet  you  there. 

Mag.  Who  dare  say  that  ? 

Ham.  ’Tis  false  ! 

{They  both  rise,  and  strike  the  table  with  their 
clenched  hands. 

th^^lasse^  ^ShaTl^^  overturn 

tne  j,iasses.  Shall  I  or  not  continue.^ 

Mag.  I  burn  to  know. 

vit^Hofin’  ’’'‘S  Lrotlieroe  accepted  your  iii- 

you  S  n7o“:;“fn^'" 


39 


SCENE  II.]  THE  EARL  OF  POVERTY. 

Mag.  Sf  Ham.  We  ? 

Laud.  You! 

Mag.  Wh)'^  should  we  commit  a  crime  so  hideous  ? 

Laud.  Protheroe  brought  a  will,  in  which  your  uncle, 
possibly  hearing  of  your  depravity,  assigned  to  your  sister 
the  greater  part  of  that  inheritance  you  have  already  di¬ 
vided  between  you.  I’m  well  informed — am  I  not  so  ? 
Nor  is  this  all :  1  know  by  what  means  you  attained  your 
object ;  for  I  am  Laud  Glenfillan,  the  humble  scribe  your 
money  bribed  to  be  a  rascal. 

Mag.  Ha  ! 

Laud.  Your  health,  sirs !  IDrinks.']  I  have  not  done 
yet,  for  I  also  know  the  means  you  have  employed  to  con¬ 
ceal  your  crime.  [Stutteving Excuse  the  imperfection  of 
ray  speech,  for  1  am  the  mason  who  descended  into  the 
tank,  where  you  buried  the  body  of  the  unfortunate  man 
you  so  basely  murdered.  Now  answer  me,  what  have  you 
done  ?  Committed  a  useless  crime  !  The  property  of  which 
you  have  robbed  your  sister  shall  be  restored  to  her. 
Mark  me  :  I  am  poor,  and  poverty  has  been  my  curse 
so  long,  that  I  am  determined  to  be  so  no  longer  ; — there¬ 
fore,  as  a  bribe  to  my  silence,  I  demand  of  you  your  sister’s 
hand,  and  the  greater  part  of  her  inheritance. 

Mag.  Give  my  sister  to  you  ? — to  you  ? 

Laud.  To  me,  if  you  will  have  the  politeness.  You  he¬ 
sitate  !  Umph !  I  know  your  thoughts.  Oh,  exquisite 
sense  of  honour!  you  think  I  shall  disgrace  you!  Well, 
be  it  as  you  will ;  ’tis  an  easy  task  for  me  to  go  and  read 
to  the  ear  of  justice  a  page  of  the  intricate  and  mazy  pro¬ 
ceedings  of  that  good  and  worthy  merchant  mercer,  Magnus 
Montfichet.  Men  fancy  they  can  commit  crimes  with  iin- 
punity ;  ’tis  an  idle  supposition!  Detection  follows  guilt 
as  sure  as  night  succeeds  to  morning.  An  uninhabited  house 
—a  sleeping  city — a  tank — a  corse  covered  with  a  sheet  of 
water  ;  and  there  you  think  ’twill  end  I  Futile  and  exces¬ 
sive  folly !  Physicians’  faults  are  sometimes  covered  with 
earth— rich  men’s  often  with  money  but  what  will  cover 
the  guilt  of  the  assassin  ?  Gold,  think  you  }  No !  not  even 
gold,  though  ’tis  a  passport  that  will  thred  and  pass  through 

anv  gate  but  that  of  Heaven ! 

Ham.  [Apart  to  Magnus.^  He  knows  all :  what  s  to  be 

done  ? 

Mag.  [Apart.']  Dissimulate  to  the  last. 

Laud.  Come,  worthy  Magnus,  is  this  to  be  a  match  ? 
Are  we  to  become  brothers  in  blood  as  well  as  roguery  ? 
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Mag.  How  to  gain  the  consent - 

Laud.  Leave  that  to  me  ;  have  I  yours  ? 

Mag.  You  have. 

Laud.  Your  pardon  for  a  moment.  With  the  fortune 
with  which  your  sister  will  possess  me,  I  almost  need  a 
palace  ;  and,  under  this  impression,  I  have  sent  to  hire  a 
mansion  to  my  fancy.  Would  you  oblige  me  with  the  loan 
of  a  sufficient  sum  to  enter  it  with  corresponding  dignity  ? 

Mag.  Here  is  my  purse.  \_Gives  it. 

Ham.  And  mine ! 

Laud.  Good,  generous  individuals !  The  scribe,  the 
mason,  and  Marchant  Protheroe,  together  thank  you ! — 
Another  thing — I  blush  to  give  you  so  much  trouble,  but 
I  would  thank  you  for  the  keys  of  yonder  chest  and  casket — 
my  chest  and  casket — that  is,  the  chest  and  casket  of 
Marchant  Protheroe. 

Mag.  The  keys  !  where  should  we  get  the  keys  ? 

Laud.  From  out  the  pockets  of  the  original  owner. 

Mag.  And  where  should  we  find  them  now  ? 

Laud.  In  your  own  ;  and  if  they  are  not  forthcoming 
instantly,  I - 

Mag.  {Handing  TceysP^  Here  are  the  keys  ! 

Laud.  Truly,  and  so  they  are  !  I  give  you  a  thousand 
marks  for  taking  such  good  care  of  them.  Good  morning, 
gentlemen  ! 

Mag.  8f  Ham.  {With  bitterness.']  Good  morning  ! 

{Exeunt  Magnus  and  Hammond,  l. 

Re-enter  Guy  Goodbody,  r. 

Guy.  Well,  sir,  I  have  hired  the  house ;  and,  thinking 
you  might  require  a  servant  of  most  prepossessing  appear¬ 
ance,  I  bought  this  livery.  Capital  fit — isn’t  it?  Here’s 
style  !  here’s  aristocracy  !  Do  you  perceive  this  crimson 
stocking  ?  That  is  the  leg,  sir,  that  caused  the  servant- 
maid  to  leave  her  situation  ! 

Laud.  You  have  hired  the  house  ? 

Guy.  I  have,  sir. 

Laud.  It  stands,  I  think,  in  a  pleasant  situation. 

Guy.  And  commands  a  most  agreeable  prospect  from 
the  garret-window.  On  one  side  is  a  hospital,  on  ano¬ 
ther,  a  lunatic  asylum,  and  right  before  you  is  a  prison. 

Laud.  There  is  money  for  the  deposit ;  now  hasten  to 
remove  this  chest  and  casket  thither.  {Exit,  r. 

Guy.  No  !  as  I  am  now  getting  a  great  man,  I  shall  do 
my  business  by  deputy.  {Calling^]  Here— William  !  Tho- 
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mas  !  Johnson  !  Robson !  Thomson !  where  the  devil  are 
...  I  JjjXlvy  R* 

ye  ?  ^ 

SCENE  III.— TAe  Exterior  of  Laud  Glenfillan's  House. 

Shouts.— Enter  Mark,  Antony,  Females,  and  Appren¬ 
tices,  carrying  a  chair,  l. 

Mark.  Never  will  I  trust  again  to  the  vow  of  a  Welsh¬ 
man  I  Here’s  the  day  half  gone,  and  no  Cadwallader. 

Shame ! 

Omnes.  Shame  1  shame !  .  ,  r  r<  oior. 

Ant.  Ah,  isn’t  it  ?  1  am  disappointed  of  my  Guy  also. 

His  mother  wouldn’t  let  him  come  out,  because  he  has  go 

Tf  we  don’t  meet  with  a  Guy,  we  shall  not  meet 
with  Guy  money. 

Enter  Guy  Goodbody,  with  a  bottle  in  his  hand,  half 
intoxicated,  and  singing,  l. 

By  the  Lord  Harry!  here’s  Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick !  one 
ready  made  for  us.  Master  Guy,  will  you  go  through  the 
streets  of  London,  if  well  paid  for  your  trouble  . 

Guy.  Yes,  if  you  will  carry  me ;  for  I  can  t  very  wel 

Af  JZ'^Get  into  this  chair.  Master  Guy.  [Putting  him 

into  it.-\  There— steady  !  are  you  seated  • 

Cvu  Not  very  :  this  seat  seems  as  uncertain  fhe 
price  ^‘f  stocks,^or  the  place  of  a  prime-minister.  [They 
^are  bearing  him  off,  shouting. 1  Steady  !— I  say,  you  car¬ 
penter  JaLs,  if  you  let  me  "  Thit’s 

shall  make  me  a  wooden  one.  Steady  .  steady  . 

the  K.-Some  of  tho  Mob  remain. 

Enter  Cadwallader,  running,  with  a  bundle,  l. 

Cad.  [Pulling  back  Antony.']  Is  hur  too  late  ? 

Ant.  [Aside.-]  This  is  the  Welsh  Guy ! 

Cad.  Where  is  Mark  ? 

Ant.  Going  about  with  his  Guy  efl&gy. 

Cad.  Then  hur  is  ruined,  look  you.  [Cheers  are^  h^rd 
without.]  Cot  splutter  hur  nails !  hur  will  be  broken- 

No  ;  you  shall  be  our  Guy.  What  have  you  got 
Cad.  Hur  dress,  look  you. 
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AnL  Go  with  us,  and  oppose  the  other  party. 

Cad.  Hurwill. 

A?if.  [Zb  the  Mob. ^  Standby  us! 

Omnes.  That  we  will ! 

[A  distant  hurrah  is  heard — they  echo  it. 
Cad.  They  are  in  the  field,  and  if  they  have  cot  Guy  the 
First,  we  have  Guy  the  Second,  look  you.  {Exeunt,  l. 

Enter  Jonas  Glenfillan  and  Alice  Grey,  r. 
Alice.  This  is  the  house. 

Jonas.  Now  to  make  a  last  trial  upon  his  integritv.— 
The  escutchion  of  Glenfillan’s  house  has  never  yet  been 
disgraced  by  a  bar  sinister- 


Nor  will  It.  Rememberourwager— my  brooch  of 

gold  to  a  lock  of  your  silver  hair,  Jonas. 

Jonas.  Knock. 

{Alice  knocks  at  the  door  with  Jonas's  staff- _ a  Ser¬ 

vant  makes  his  appearance. 

Alice.  Can  we  enter  and  speak  to  the  dweller  in  this 
house  ? 

Ser.  It’s  a  holyday  ;  I  serve  a  liberal  master,  and  all 
may  enter.  {Exeunt  into  the  house,  l. 

{i^houts~a  clatter  of  brazen  pans,  marrow-bones,  and 
cleavers  are  heard  without. 


Mark,  with  Guv  Goodmdv,  in  a  chair,  aa 
Guy  Fmx  earned  by  the  Mob— Mark  knocks  at  the 
aoor  oj  the  house — the  xvindow  above  opens. 

Mark.  Don’t  you  remember  the  fifth  of  November 
gunpowder  treason  and -  ; 


{The  Servant  re-appears  at  the  door,  and  is  about  to 
give  them  money. 


Re-enter  Antony  and  his  Party,  with  Cadwalladkr  i 
preceded  by  rough  music.  ’ 


the^mo'ney^"  ‘  S"®  “'em 


Guy!'*'  ‘'’Ok  you;  for  hur  is  the  original 


^Gny.  Yes,  but  I  am  the  great  Guy-he  is  oniy  the  little 

Cad.  }3ut  hur  was  hired  first. 

Gm/  He’s  a  foreigner— he’s  come  from  Wales  -  T -im 
an  English  Guy-encourage  native  talent.  {Ashotj^. 
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Mark.  {To  the  Servant. Throw  the  money  into  my  hat. 
Guy.  Aye,  that’s  the  ticket ! 

{Both  Parties  strike  up  together,  “  Don’t  you  re¬ 
member,”  &c. — a  great  confusion  and  riot  ensues — 
Cadwallader  and  Guy  attack  each  other,  and  they 
fight  off ,  followed  by  the  Mob,  r. 

SCENE  IV.  The  Interior  of  a  superb  Mansion — chairs 
and  a  table,  c.,  on  which  is  a  casket  or  brazen-bound 
chest,  a  hand-bell,  <Sfe. 

Enter  Laud  Glenfillan,  with  a  hat  and  walking- 

cloak,  L. 

Laud.  This,  then,  is  the  house  of  Laud  Glenfillan,  the 
scribe  of  London  Wall,  and  the  Earl  of  Poverty  !  Poor 
Alice  Grey  !  the  wrong  she  fancies  is  so  only  in  the  seem¬ 
ing  ;  for  my  heart  knows  well  how  deeply  is  her  image 
graved  upon  it,  and  that,  though  it  may  sometimes  flutter 
and  sun  itself  in  the  light  of  a  rosy  smile,  ’tis  only  with 
the  feeling  of  the  garden  butterfly,  which  lights  upon  the 
lily,  stays  for  a  moment  to  admire  the  flower,  then  gaily 
takes  to  wdng,  leaving  its  loveliness  as  lovely  as  before,  and 
its  purity  as  pure  and  as  untainted  as  a  falling  snow-flake, 
before  the  vile  earth  touches  it !  No  !  my  first  love  shall 
be  my  last.  Am  I  to  marry  Penelope  Montfichet  ?  Umph  ! 
Shall  I  marry  my  grandmamma?  No  !  As  Master  Lau¬ 
rence  Osgood  seems  of  a  jealous  vein,  I’ll  first  trifle  with 
the  youth,  then  undeceive,  and  finally  point  out  this  moral 
to  him  : — Beauty  and  chastity  are  not  at  all  times  familiar  ; 
but  to  mistrust  the  woman  we  are  about  to  marry,  and  after¬ 
wards  wed  her,  is  about  as  sound  philosophy  as  to  thrust 
one’s  hand  into  a  cauldron  of  heated  water,  and  on  drawing 
it  out,  express  surprise  at  having  scalded  our  fingers  !  — 
To  be  serious,  I  know  not  how  to  extricate  myself  from 
this  moral  guardian-knot  with  which  I  am  entangled,  but 
must  contend  with  circumstances  as  they  arise.  Good  as 
may  be  my  motives,  by  appearing  to  connive  at  murder,  I 
stand  in  a  hazardous  position  ;  but  be  of  good  heart,  Glen¬ 
fillan  !  preserve  thy  secret  till  thou  canst  bring  under  the 
ban  of  the  law  the  villain  w'ho  deserves  its  iron  rigour ; 
and  until  that  moment  come,  I  wdli  preserve  it,  both  from 
kith  and  kin  !  It  is  my  oath,  and  I  swear  it  by  the  hilt 
of  my  dagger ! 

Enter  a  Servant,  r. 

Ser.  Master  Laurence  Osgood  to  wait  upon  you. 
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Laud.  I  am  within ;  let  him  so  understand  me.  [^Exit 
Servant,  l. — Laud  sits  at  the  table,  takes  up  a  book,  and 
reads. 

“  Woe  to  the  man  who  is  of  jealous  mind, 

Who  seeks  eternal  what  he  would  not  find 

Enter  Laurence  Osgood,  l. 

Osg.  Reading,  sir  ? 

Laud.  I  am  so,  and  upon  the  subject  of  jealousy. 

Osg.  You  are  about  to  be  married,  I  believe  ? 

Laud.  I  am  not  positive,  but  I  believe  I  am. 

Osg.  Penelope  Montfichet  is  an  angel. 

Laud.  Ye — yes,  without  wings  ;  but  still  an  angel. 

Osg.  [^Aside.']  This  fellow  is  a  consummate  poppinjay  ! 

Laud.  Will  you  be  seated  ? 

Osg.  I  thank  you,  no. 

Laud.  Will  you  take  refreshment  ? 

Osg.  No  !  I  love  the  fair  Penelope. 

Laud.  ’Tis  very  natural ;  for  so  do  I,  and  I  dare  say  so 
do  you. 

Osg.  And  I  feel  that  I  ought  not  to  conceal  from  you 
this  fact,  that  I  have  some  reason  to  suppose  my  love  re¬ 
turned. 

Laud.  Have  you  ?  To  boast  of  favours  we  may  or  may 
not  have  received,  is  neither  the  act  of  not  either  a  wise 
man  or  a  gentleman. 

Osg.  Sir,  you  do  not  seek  to  torture  my  words  into  a 
meaning  they  were  never  intended  to  express  ? 

Laud.  Really,  sir,  do  not  speak  so  loud;  for  I  am 
troubled  with  a  mal  du  t6te — a  French  epithet  for  a  head¬ 
ache. 

Osg.  [Aside.']  A  finished  coxcomb  ! — But  I  am  in  his 
power,  and  must  preserve  my  temper.  [Aloud.]  You,  sir, 
have  known  this  lady  but  a  few  hours,  and  cannot  yet  have 
ascertained  her  merit. 

Laud. .  Indeed  but  I  have,  sir :  she  wears  a  gown  of  a 
most  killing  colour,  and  in  her  hair  a  feather. 

Osg.  Cannot  you  turn  this  torrent  of  your  love  into 
another  channel  ? 

Laud.  [Loudly.]  I  cannot. 

Osg.  Then,  sir,  hear  me.  I  possess  her  love  ;  you  may 
compel  the  lady  to  give  you  her  hand,  but  her  heart  never. 

Laud.  What  a  pity  ! 

Osg.  [Passionately.]  The  devil !— What  do  you  take 
me  tor  ? 
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Laud.  [Coo%.]  Not  for  the  devil ! 

Osg.  Draw,  sir ! 

Laud.  Draw  ! — Do  you  mean  to  contend  with  me — with 
me,  one  of  the  first  swordsmen  in  all  Europe  ? 

Osg.  Give  up  all  claim  to  this  lady’s  hand,  ox* - 

Laud.  I  shall  disarm  you  at  the  first  pass. 

Osg.  We  will  essay  that. 

[Music. — They  contend,  and  at  the  first  pass,  Osgood 
is  disarmed. 

Laud.  Thei-e  !  I  told  you  so  !  [Exit  Osgood,  ii. 

Enter  Alice  Grey,  l. 

Alice.  Laud  Glenfillan  ! 

Laud.  Alice  ! 

Alice.  You  love  another. 

Laud.  No,  by  those  dark-brown  tresses  braided  on  that 
brow  ! 

Alice.  Braided  in  vain  are  they  ! 

Laud.  Alice,  my  heart  beats  yet  with  love. 

Alice.  But  not  for  Alice  Grey  ! 

Jonas  Glenfillan.  [Calling  without Alice  ! 

Laud.  Whose  voice  is  that  ? 

Alice.  That  of  your  father.  Laud  Glenfillan,  who  wan¬ 
ders  sightless  through  the  stony-hearted  streets  of  giant 
London. 

Laud.  Blind  ! 

Alice.  What  Heaven  gies  to  us,  it  can  tak  awa’.  The 
puir  auld  mon  !  his  fairest  hopes  on  earth  are  withered  an’ 
gone,  like  his  bonnie  e’en  by  the  lightning  ! 

Laud.  And  what  has  brought  you  up  to  London, 
Alice  ? 

Alice.  To  lead  the  father  to  the  son — my  love  to  thee. 

Laud.  [Aside.']  Faithful  still.  How  I  honour  her  ! 

Alice.  Ah  !  I  read  it— -ye  hae  forgotten  the  sunny  knoll 
by  the  auld  kirk  yard,  where  we  plighted  troth  under  the 
willow-tree,  and  you  said  you  wad  love  me  ever  ever  ! 
’Tis  a  short  word,  nor  much  more  lang  than  love,  though 
it  lasts  langer. 

Laud.  [Aside.]  Her  fidelity  is  beyond  belief ! 

Alice.  That  willow  tree— ah  1  it  has  fallen  a  prey  to  the 
woodman’s  axe :  I  saw  it  cut  down,  or  would  have  done 
so,  had  nae  my  tears  blinded  me.  Preserve  it  I  could  na, 
for  an  emptv  purse  is  a  sad  sun -beam  to  thaw  an  icy  heart ; 
so  it  fell  into  the  stream  that  wept  rippling  by  leaving 
one  green  bow  upon  its  bonnie  banks,  which  1  hae  trea- 
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sured  up ; — it  will  come  to  use,  for  ’tis  the  emblem  of 
love’s  broken  vow.  You  love  me  not ;  and  when  these 
feet  hae  retraced  their  steps  again,  and  hae  come  to  Scot¬ 
tish  ground,  my  snood  shall  bind  it  in  my  braided  hair, 
and  I  will  wear  the  willow  ! 

Laud.  Still  I  love  you  ! 

Alice.  Say  it  again  !  —  Though  a  lie,  it  is  sae  sweet 
to  hear  !  But  your  father — he  threatens  to  expose  and 
to  tell  your  name. 

Laud.  \_Aside.']  The  threat  must  be  prevented. 

Alice.  Will  you  return  with  us  to  the  heather  ? 

Laud.  When  I  am  Earl  Glenfillan’s  son ;  but  with  a 
blighted  name  and  a  broken  fortune — never  ! 

Alice.  Wilful  Glenfillan  !  ’tis  your  own  happiness  as 
much  as  ours  you  frown  upon.  You  stay  here  to  grow 
rich — you  are  so  ;  and  if  not,  come  to  our  cottage.  Con¬ 
tent  dwells  not  always  under  a  gilded  ceiling  ;  —  labour, 
honour,  and  peace,  are  the  sheaves  of  virtue’s  harvest : 
the  morning  sun  shall  light  you  to  your  work,  and  the  ri¬ 
sing  moon  to  your  repose.  Come,  gang  back  wi’  me  to 
bonnie  Scotland ! 

Laud.  Alice,  your  reproaches - - 

Alice.  I  dinna  reproach  :  if  I  canna  soften  your  heart 
wi’  tears,  I  winna  turn  it  to  iron  wi’  reproaches.  D’ye 
remember  the  dying  wish  o’  your  mother.  Laud  Glen¬ 
fillan  ? 

Laud.  Alice - 

Alice.  “  Alice,”  she  said,  “is  an  orphan:  when  I  die, 
she  will  be  unprotected.”  She  died — my  more  than  mo¬ 
ther  ;  and  on  the  same  day,  you  gave  to  Alice  Grey  the 
gift  of  the  departed. 

Laud.  I  did — the  ring  of  my  mother.  [Aside.']  Now 
would  I  give  a  world  to  afford  her  ease  !  but  I  have  vowed, 
and  she  shall  not  wrench  my  secret. 

Alice.  And  hae  ye  the  heart  to  tak  it  from  me  ? 

Laud.  When  I  do,  lassie,  it  will  be  to  hail  thee  as  my 
bonnie  bride,  and  to  place  it  on  thy  finger. 

Alice.  And  ye  winna  wed  wi’  the  southern  lady  ? 

Laud.  Believe  it  when  you  see  us  stand  together  at  the 
altar.  When  will  you  maiTy  me  ? 

Alice.  When  will  you  ask  me  } 

Jonas.  [Withoui.]  I  thank  you,  my  gude  friends. 

Enter  Jonas  Glenfillan,  l. 

Jonas.  Where  am  I  ? 
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Alice.  In  the  chamber  of  your  son,  with  Alice. 

Jonas.  Is  my  son  here  ? 

Laud.  Here,  father. 

Jonas.  Give  me  your  hand.  [Laud  presents  his  hand, 
and  Jonas  throws  it  from  him.'\  Thus  I  cast  it  off! 

Laud.  Father ! 

Jonas.  Yes,  I  am  a  father,  and  one  who  has  the  auda¬ 
city  to  appear  in  the  presence  of  his  son.  Heaven  sends 
misfortunes,  and  perhaps  it  is  as  well  that  I  am  blind  ;  for 
I  feel  the  angry  glow  upon  my  cheek,  and  should  blush  to 
see  the  tinge  of  shame  on  yours  ! 

Alice.  You  are  too  rash. 

Jonas.  Good  girl,  seek  not  excuses  for  one  who  seeks 
not  to  excuse  himself.  Hearken:  my  eyes  are  dim,  but  my 
ear  is  quick.  He  does  not  answer — no  I  for  the  sting  of 
reproach  is  the  truth  of  it.  Why  did  you  leave  us  for  this 
hollow  city — this  mart  of  crime — this  human  chess-board, 
upon  which  circumstances  plays  the  deep  game  of  craft, 
and  wins  the  purse  of  folly  ? 

Laud.  I  felt  myself  a  burthen,  father  ;  1  thought  the 
reed  not  strong  enough  to  bear  my  weight ;  you  was  a  prop 
too  weak  for  a  son  to  lean  upon.  Yet  I  sent  you  a  por¬ 
tion  of  my  earnings. 

Jonas.  Which  I  received  not. 

Alice.  But  which  1  received. 

Jonas.  Alice,  you  deceived  me  :  you  said  those  sums 
that  reached  our  poverty  from  time  to  time  were  the  gifts 
of  Providence,  and - 

Alice.  And  Laud  Glenfillan.  If  I  didna  say  as  much, 
I  had  my  reason,  lest  your  pride  should  cast  the  gifts  of 
Providence  awa’ — those  offerings  of  peace  from  an  absent 
son.  At  the  holy  call  of  nature - 

Jonas.  He  rejects  me. 

Alice.  He  rejects  you  not ! 

Jonas.  What  else  can  you  call  it  but  rejection  ?  He 
will  not  even  bear  my  name.  But  my  resolution  is  taken  ; 
and  though  of  land  and  title  barren  and  bereft,  1  can  be 
firm.  Henceforth  no  insolent  menial  shall  thrust  me  from 
the  door  of  any  house  which  calls  my  son  the  master ;  nor 
will  I  lend  myself  to  any  falsehood  unworthy  of  an  honest 
man.  You  have  changed  your  name  !  and  why  so  ?  Is  it 
because  it  is  a  name  of  honour,  or  that  you  father  bears  it? 

Laud.  Father,  I  have  assumed  this  name  for  a  holy  pur¬ 
pose  ;  a  vow  of  silence  is  impressed  upon  my  lips,  and  I 
will  keep  that  vow,  though  axe  and  gibbet  intercepted  me ! 
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Jonas.  Resign  the  name  you  have  assumed,  and  quit 
this  house  for  ever. 

Laud.  If  1  do  so,  and  at  this  moment,  my  credit  will 
be  destroyed  for  ever. 

Alice.  Not  sae ;  the  first  step  to  true  greatness  is  to 
be  truly  honest ;  and  the  credit  gained  by  a  falsehood  lasts 
only  till  the  truth  is  discovered. 

Laud.  But  mine  may  be  a  falsehood  to  find  out  the 
truth. 

Jonas.  Laud  Glenfillan,  or  Marchant  Protheroe — I  care 
not  w’hich — will  you  follow  me  ? 

Alice.  You  will  be  heard. 

Jonas.  I  mean  to  be.  I  am  told  he  is  surrounded  by 
a  host  of  friends  ;  they  shall  be  mine.  I  will  introduce 
myself  to  them,  reveal  your  birth,  your  real  name,  and — 
{Calling.']  What  ho  ! 

Alice.  Remember,  he  is  your  son. 

Jonas.  I  care  not ! 

Laud.  Nor  do  I.  I  know  your  firmness — you  know 
mine.  Here  is  a  pistol.  {Cockmg,  and  presenting  it  to 
his  head.]  You  hear  the  click  of  the  lock,  though  you  can¬ 
not  see  the  action  ;  I  place  it  to  my  forehead  thus,  and  if 
you  raise  your  voice  one  tone  above  your  breath,  I  know 
well  how  to  escape  the  humiliation  to  which  you  would  de¬ 
grade  me  ! 

Jonas.  Hear  me — 

Alice.  And  hear  me.  {Running  to  the  window.]  I  ken  ye 
weel,  Glenfillans,  baith  gentlemen,  and  better  ken  my  wo¬ 
man’s  life  is  dearer  to  ye  than  your  ain.  I  stand  upon 
this  window-ledge :  Laud,  throw  down  that  weapon  o’ 
death — auld  man,  advance  to  meet  your  son — now  embrace 
and  fall  into  each  other’s  arms,  or,  as  there  is  a  Heaven 
above,  I  will  dash  this  body  to  the  streets  below,  and  may 
my  blood  for  ever  be  upon  ye  both  1 

Jonas.  Son ! 

Laud.  Father !  {They  embrace.]  I  hear  a  step  on  the 
stairs.  {Pointing  off,  \..]  There  is  my  ante-chamber  ;  when  I 
ring  that  bell,  come  forth  :  I  will  not  keep  you  long  w'aiting. 
{He  thrusts  Jonas  and  Alice  into  the  closet,  l.  s.  e.,  and 
then  sits  at  the  table.]  Here  is  the  key,  and  here  the  casket. 
{Opening  it.]  \es,  it  is  the  will.  Why,  what  is  this  ?  — 
A  letter  addressed  to  Jonas,  late  Earl  Glenfillan  !  —  How 
strange  that  it  should  come  from  such  a  quarter  !  I  will 
ring  the  bell  and  summon  him.  Let  all  who  wait  come  in. 
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Music. — Enter  Sir  Crispe  Dunstan,  Lady  Dunstan, 
Laurence  Osgood,  Penelope,  Magnus  and  Ham¬ 
mond  Montfichet,  and  Attendants,  l. 

Sir  C.  We  are  here,  good  Master  Protheroe. 

[Laud  rings  the  hand-bell. 
Mag.  [Apart  to  Laud.\  Why  did  you  ring? 

lie-enter  Jonas  Glenfillan  and  Alice  Grey,  fi'om  the 

closet,  L.  s.  E. 

Laud.  To  increase  my  company.  Some  interest  may 
attend  the  proceedings  of  the  next  few  minutes,  and  I  would 
have  the  whole  world  witness  them.  Both  you  and  Ham¬ 
mond  sit  beside  my  chair,  as  your  advice  in  sundry  mat¬ 
ters  coming  on  may  aid  me.  [Magnus  and  Hammond  sit. 
Lady  D.  [Aside,^  What  vulgar,  low  Scotch  people  ! 
Laud.  [To  an  Attendant.']  A  chair  here  for  that  gentle¬ 
man.  [Jonas  sits. 

Lady  D.  [Aside.]  Here’s  condescension !  He  might 
as  well  have  added,  a  chair  also  for  that  lady ! 

Laud.  [Pointing  to  Alice.]  A  chair  also  for  that  lady. 
Alice.  I  diiina  want  it ;  I  can  lean  on  this. 

[Leans  on  Jonas's  chair. 
Lady  D.  [Aside.]  Marry,  come  up  !  if  she  has  not  got 
a  strong  Scottish  brogue,  and  delivers  her  words  in  the 
most  Hibernian  manner  ! 

Laud.  Are  all  assembled  ?  for,  as  this  fifth  day  of  No¬ 
vember  is  a  London  holiday,  let  each  door  of  the  house  be 
open  and  unbolted. 

Luke.  [Without.]  Bring ’em  along  ! 

Cadwallader.  [Without.]  I  am  innocent,  look  you  ! 
Guy.  [Without.]  This  is  not  at  all  the  ticket ! 

I^uke.  [Without.]  Come  before  the  Lord  Mayor  !  We 
will  teach  you - 

Enter  Luke  of  Leadenhall,  l.,  dragging  in  Cadwal¬ 
lader  GuyGoodbody,  with  their  assumed  dresses, 
as  Guy  Faux,  in  great  disorder. 

Sir  C.  Eh  ?  my  own  servant ! 

Laud.  And  mine  ! 

Sir  C.  [To  Luke.]  With  what  are  they  charged  ? 

Luke.  With  creating  a  most  riotous  disturbance. 

Sir  C.  We  are  busy  now  ;  let  them  stand  by  ;  anon 
v/e’ll  ascertain  if  their  demerits  demand  a  prison. 

Guy.  We  demand  so  such  thing,  and - 
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Luke.  Silence  ! 

Cad.  [To  Giiy.']  That’s  my  master,  the  great  Lord 
Mavor,  look  you.  What’s  dost  think  of  him  ? 

Guy.  That  the  great  Lord  Mayor  !  I’m  disappointed  : 
he  has  got  a  mouth  just  like  another  man. 

Cad.  And  what  would  a  Lord  Mayor  do  without  a  mouth 

Guy.  Very  little,  I  should  say,  at  a  city  dinner. 

Luke.  Silence  ! 

Laud.  [To  Guy.']  Rascal!  come  \ipon  my  side.  [Guy 
crosses.]  I’ll  put  a  padlock  on  your  lips. 

Guy.  I’ll  run  down  to  the  locksmiths,  and  fetch  it 
for  3mu. 

Luke.  [Crossing  to  Guy^]  You  are  m}"^  prisoner. 

Guy.  Ah  !  so  I  am,  really ;  it  had  quite  escaped  my  re¬ 
collection.  [Cadwallader  is  stealing  off. 

Lxike.  Stop — stop  that  fellow  !  [They  delay  him. 

Cad.  I  was  only  going  a  little  way,  look  you. 

Laud.  Now  then  to - 

Enter  a  Citizen  and  Bountiful  Bird’s-eye,  l. 

at.  I  would  speak  with  the  Mayor  of  London. 

Sir  C.  Be  brief,  sir. 

at.  A  word  at  your  privacy.  [Whispers  Sir  Crispe. 

Sir  C.  Indeed  !  Be  seated,  sir.  [  The  Citizen  sits.]  — 
Now  ask  I,  as  guardian  to  Penelope  Montfichet,  the  will 
of  her  uncle. 

Laud.  [Handing  the  will  to  Sir  Crispe.]  I  give  it  to 
your  hands,  bequeathing,  as  I  believe,  to  her  the  bulk  of 
his  great  property. 

Mag.  [Apart  to  Laud.]  Have  you  not  altered  it  in  your 
own  and  our  interests  ? 

Laud.  [Apart  to  Magnus.]  Not  a  letter. 

Mag.  [A2mrt.]  I  doubt  if  you  are  acting  right. 

Laud.  I’m  sure  I  am,  and  this  in  part  my  reason.  Yonder 
gentleman  is  of  a  temperament  somewhat  jealous  :  to  era¬ 
dicate  a  corroding  sore,  ’tis  necessary  that  the  lancet  should 
cut  deeply.  Therefore  did  I  invent  this  little  scheme  to 
piove  to  him  his  folly; — for  the  lady  would  never  have 
married  me,  nor,  by  the  way,  would  I  ever  have  married  the 
lady.  Laurence,  your  hand  ;  and  you  will  pardon  me  for 
placing  that  of  sweet  Penelope  within  it.  [Joins  their  hands. 

1  en.  Cenerous  Marchant  Protheroe  ! 

at.  Marchant  Protheroe  !  he  is  a  friend  of  my  own, 
and  has  lately  come  from  foreign  parts ;  —  I  saw  him  last 
night,  and  he  cannot  have  changed  so  much  by  this. 


SCENE  IV.]  THE  EARL  OF  FOVERTY.  51 

Ham.  [I'remhling .1  At  what  time  of  the  night  ? 

at.  We  together  met  him — did  we  not,  Master  Boun¬ 
tiful  ? 

Bonn.  We  did,  at  about  the  hour  of  eight. 

Ham.  {^Apart  to  Magnus.']  An  hour  before  you  slew 
him. 

Sir  C.  [To  Laud.]  For  what  motive,  then,  did' - - 

Laud.  Stay  ! — In  the  winding  up  of  this  our  comedy,  let 
all  things  he  done  regular,  and  take  their  proper  place. — 
So  much  has  come  to  light,  to  prove  I  am  not  Marchant 
Protheroe,  but  Laud  Glenfillan,  the  Earl  of  Poverty,  and 
the  humble  scribe  of  London  Wall.  Guy,  bring  me  my 
rags. 

Guy.  I  can’t ;  I  sold  ’em  yesterday  afternoon  to  a 
Jewish  gentleman. 

Laud.  Laurence,  as  I  have  wived  so  happily  for  you, 
’tis  fit  I  should  throw  off  the  bachelor  myself.  Alice  !  I 
am  a  green,  crude  apple,  not  ripened  yet,  that  on  a  sudden 
has  found  its  way  to  the  ground  from  the  top  of  the  tree 
of  fortune  : — if  I  propound  a  plain  question  to  you,  shall 
1  receive  as  plain  and  frank  an  answer  ? 

Alice.  Ye  shall. 

Laud.  Then  wear  the  plain  gold  ring  given  to  you  by 
my  mother. 

Guy.  Huzza  !  my  master’s  going  to  be  married  ! — I  am 
so  glad  !  though  I  don’t  know  why  I  should  say  so.  Poor 
fellow  !  he  never  did  me  any  harm. 

Laud.  [Apart  to  Magnus.]  So  far  our  bark  has  wea¬ 
thered  the  breakers  ! 

Mag.  [Apart.]  If  you  thus  go  on,  we  shall  be  hanged. 

Laud.  [Aj)art.]  Nothing  more  probable  !  [Going  up  to 
the  table.]  In  this  casket  belonging  to  the  real  Marchant 
Protheroe  is  a  letter  subscribed  to  you. 

[Takes  it  out,  and  hands  it  to  his  father. 

Jonas.  To  me  ! — That’s  singular. 

Laud.  By  your  leave,  shall  Alice  rend  the  seal  and 
read  it  ? 

Jonas.  Let  Alice  do  so. 

Alice.  [Reading.]  November  the  fourth.  — From  the 
Saracen’s  Effigy.  '  Good  brother,— You  remember  the  day 
I  left  our  home  to  gain  my  fortune,  and  the  vow  I  made 
not  to  return  till  it  was  accomplished.” 

Jonas.  Joy!  joy !  —  It  is  from  Archibald,  my  only 

brother  ! 

Laud.  How  L 
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Alice.  {^Reading.']  “/  sought  out  London;  but  riches 
failing  there  to  fill  my  coffers  with  sufficient  swiftness,  I 
embarked  for  foreign  climes.  I  have  returned,  and  rich 
in  the  extreme  ;  and  hearing  that  you  are  yourself  in  po¬ 
verty,  and  having  now  an  appointment  in  a  certain  house  at 
London  Wall,  on  my  return  I  shall  forward  this,  to  lessen 
your  surprise  at  seeing  me.  —  Archibald  Glenfillan, 
better  known  under  the  assumed  name  of  ‘  Marchant  Pro- 
theroe.'  ” 

Laud.  Merciful  Heavens ! 

Alice.  {To  Laud. 1  You  change  colour — what - 

Laud.  Quick  !  arrest  Magnus  and  Hammond  Montfi- 
chet  for  the  murder  of  my  uncle,  Archibald  Glenfillan  ! 

{Luke  takes  the  swords  of  Hammond  and  Magnus. 

Mag.  And  at  the  same  time  arrest  Laud  Glenfillan  !  he 
bribed  us  to  do  it ! 

Alice.  He  did  ? — No,  no  ! 

Mag.  He  wrote  the  letter  which  decoyed  the  stranger  to 
his  doom. 

Laud.  I  did. 

Jonas.  Poor  Archibald  !  {To  Magnus. Where — where 
did  you  secrete  the  body  of  my  bro — brother  1 

Mag.  In  a  tank  of  water  behind  the  building. 

Boun.  Upon  suspicion,  we  have  emptied  that  tank,  and 
searched  diligently,  but  no  trace  could  be  found  of  what 
we  sought  to  discover. 

Mag.  No  ;  for,  deep  as  you  may  think  yourselves,  ye 
sought  not  deep  enough.  The  grave  was  dug  below  the 
foundation — he  knows  it  well  1  A  stone  covers  it,  and 
yonder  participator  of  the  crime,  in  the  disguise  of  a  mason, 
aided  first  to  slay,  and  then  to  bury  his  uncle. 

Alice.  Alas  !  why  did  ye  this  ? 

Laud.  I  did  it  not. 

Mag.  You  did  ! 

Alice.  What  prompted  him  ? 

Mag.  Those  coffers  doubtless,  lined  with  gold — his  ra¬ 
pid  change  from  poverty  to  wealth  :  are  not  these  answers 
most  ample  and  most  ready  ?  {Apart  to  Hammond.']  Now, 
Hammond,  now  we  have  him  safe  !  —  Our  lives  are  sped  : 
join  hand  and  word  with  me,  for  revenge  remains  ;  and 
let  us  down  to  the  grave  together ! 

Sir  C.  On  with  them  all  to  the  gaol  of  Ludgate ! 

Laud.  You  will  come  to  me  in  prison,  Alice  Grey  ? 

Alice.  I  will  go  with  thee  to  the  gibbet  first,  if  Heaven 
sae  wills  it,  and  then  to  the  kirk-yard  follow  thee. 
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Sir  C.  {Whispering  to  Laud.'\  A  word  :  I  can  offer 
thee,  the  evidence  of  the  king  1 

Laud.  What !  brand  myself  with  an  uncommitted  sin  ? 
Never ! 

Mag.  {Apart  to  Hammond.']  Now,  Hammond,  are  w'e 
revenged  !  and  the  proudest  moment  of  my  life  is  that 
which  closes  it ! 

Sir  C.  Hammond,  I  had  hoped  a  better  fate  for  thee. 
One  word  :  we  must  conclude  that  what  Magnus  has  here 
said  is  truth. 

Mag.  {Eagerlg.]  It  is — it  is  ! 

Ham.  ’Tis  not — ’tis  all  a  lie  !  We  slew  the  man,  and 
the  scribe  is  innocent !  {Embraces  Laud. 

Guy.  My  master  innocent ! — That’s  the  ticket ! 

{Snatches  the  staff  from  Luke,  and  elevates  his  cap 
upon  it. 

Mag.  If  he  dies  not  by  the  law,  he  shall  by  my  hand. 

{Music.  —  Magnus  rushes  to  the  table,  snatches  up  a 
pen-knife,  and  endeavours  to  stab  Laud  in  the 
back — Alice  intercepts,  and  ivrests  the  knife  from 
his  hand. 

Guy.  {Striking  down  Magnus  with  the  staff.]  That’s 
the  ticket  again  ! 

Sir  C.  Bind  his  arms  !  {The  Constables  seize  him. 

Guy.  {To  Magnus.]  Now,  which  of  the  two  looks  most 
like  a  Guy — you  or  I,  eh  ? 

Mag.  You  hold  my  arms,  but  you  cannot  bind  my 
tongue.  {To  Laud.]  If  I  have  not  slain  you,  ’tis  yet  some 
consolation  to  me  that  I  slew  your  uncle. 

at.  Plume  not  yourself  on  that  ;  for  Marchant  Pro- 
theroe,  meeting  a  friend  on  his  way  to  London  Wall,  ac¬ 
companied  him  to  his  home,  and  sent  his  man  of  law  to 
the  old  wooden  house  in  his  stead  to  look  to  the  tran¬ 
saction. 

Mag.  ’Twas  the  man  of  law,  then,  whom  we  slew  ? 
at.  No  doubt. 

Cad.  What  a  Welsh  blunder!  Instead  of  an  honest 
man,  they  have  killed  a  lawyer  ! 

Mag.  {To  the  Citizen.]  Then  what  and  who  art  thou  ? 

at.  Archibald  Glenfillan,  by  many  better  known  by  the 
name  of  Marchant  Protheroe.  My  brother  1 

{Embraces  Jonas. 

Mag.  They  shall  not  daunt  me.  Ah  1  I  am  not  yet 
subdued  !  —  When  I  leave  this  world,  sightless  and  old 
shall  I  leave  this  brother. 
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Jonas.  OW  he  is,  but  sightless  and  poor  he  is  not.  For 
proof,  let  your  eyes  bear  testimony. 

[He  throws  off  his  bonnet,  and  discovers  himself 
richly  caparisoned. 

Laud.  How  is  this,  my  father  ? 

Jonas.  King  Ja^es  has  restored  us  to  our  rank  and  pa¬ 
trimony  ;  and  thou^'  my  son,  art  no  more  the  Earl  of  Po¬ 
verty,  but  heir  to  Ea-^  Glenfillan. 

Guy.  Good  ! — TheSucket  again,  over  and  over  ! 

Alice.  [To  Jonas.']  ^ou  have  lost  your  wager. 

Jonas.  But  I  have  gained  by  the  loss  a  son  of  greatness 
and  a  son  of  virtue.  ' 

Mag.  To  my  dungeon  ! 

Laud.  Not  so — remain  !  ‘’or  the  sight  of  so  much  hu¬ 
man  happiness  must  be  to  a  fiend  like  Magnus  a  punish¬ 
ment  as  great  as  that  by  the  law  awarded  him.  And  now 
what  says  Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick,  to  his  brother,  the  Earl 
of  Poverty  ? 

Guy.  What  he  at  first  said — that  the  sun,  at  a  day  to 
come,  would  shine  on  both  sides  of  the  hedge.  W^ere  not 
his  words  prophetic,  my  good  master  ? 

Laud.  The  present  age  is  not  the  golden  one :  clouds 
will  obscure  the  summer  of  our  lives,  but  they  pass  away, 
as  ours  have  done ;  for  the  road  to  honour’s  temple  leads 
through  the  rugged  path  of  virtue.  To  be  truly  honest  is 
to  be  truly  good  ;  and  in  this  lottery  of  life,  though  it  may 
often  be  our  chance  to  draw  a  blank,  still  let  us  persevere, 
and  in  the  end  the  prize  of  virtue  will  be  gained— a  prize 
more  great,  more  just,  than  gold  or  costlier  gems,  and 

Guy.  Just  the  ticket '. 


THE  END. 
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296  Heir  at  Law,  Is. 

297  Netley  Abbey 

298  Raymond&Agnes 

299  Foscari,  Is. 

300  Management 

301  Venoni 


VOL. 

/Ivana 


[To  he  continued.] 
VOL,  I.  to  XXXVIII 
may  be  had  in  boards 
Price  £9-  3s  6d. 


CUMBERLAND'S 

MiBor  TReatre. 

VOL.  I. 

1  The  Pilot  ,  . 

2  Heartof  Midlothian 

3  Inchcape  Bell 

4  Mason  of  Buda 

5  The  Scapegrace 

6  SuilDhuvthe  comer 

7  The  Earthquake 

8  “  My  Old  Woman 
0  Massauiello 

VOL.  II.  . 

10  Don  Giovanni 

11  Paul  Jones 

12  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  Flying  Dutchman 

15  Yes'< ! 

16  Forest  Oracle 

17  Ivanhoe 

18  Floating  Beacon 


III. 

^  rofc.mecviiu 

21  Innkeeper ot  Abbe- 

22  L^y  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  'I'wo  Gregories 

25  Wandering  Boys 

26  Paris  and  London 

27  Day  after  the  Fair 

VOL.  IV.  .  , 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief-Making 
,30  Joan  of  Arc 

31  The  Rurtian  Boy 

32  Fortunes  of  N  igel 

33  The  Wreck  [band 

34  Every -body’s  Hus- 

35  Banksof  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  Faux 

VOL.  V. 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  “  Nolir  ,  ^  , 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  I'halaba 

44  Waverley 

45  Winning  aHusband 

VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer 

47  Paul  Clifford 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  Tower  of  Nesle 

51  Sworn  at  Highgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  Golden  Farmer 

VOL.  VII. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “The  Seal” 

57  ClerkofClerkenwell 

58  The  H  ut  of  the  Red 

Mountain 

59  JohnStreet  Adelphi 

60  Lear  ofPrivatcLife 

61  John  Overy 

62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smugmer’sdaughter 
VOL.  VI 11. 

64  Cedar  Chest 

65  WardockKennilson 

66  I'he  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gilderoy 
Fate  of  Galas 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

71  The  Revolt  of  the 
Workhouse 

72  M  an  fe  the  Marquis 
VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsy  Jack 

1 74  Lurlme 

1 75  The  Fire  Raiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Maii-Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  “  My  Poll  and  my 
Partner  Joe" 

80  The  .Sixes 

81  The  Roman  Nose 

82  Wizard  of  the  Moor 


VOL.  X. 

83  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

85  Robber  of  the  Rhine 

86  Eugene  Aram 

87  The  Eddystone  Elf 

88  MyWife^sHusbaiid 

89  Married  Bachelor 
goShakspeare’s  festival 
91  Van  Dieman  sLand 
02  Le  Pauvre  Jacques 

VOL,  XI. 

93  Rochester  .  , 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 

95  An  Uncle  too  many 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride  [gate 

98  Beggar  of  Cripple- 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  k  Becket 

101  Pestilence  ot  Mar¬ 
seilles  [Bailey 

102  Unfortunate  Miss 

VOL.  XII. 

103  Humpback’d  lover 

104  Bound’Prentice  to 
a  Waterman 

105  March  of  Intellect 

106  Joconde 

107  Koeuba  [Medusa 

108  Shipwreck  of  the 

109  Chain  of  Guilt 

110  Ion 

111  Mistletoe  Bough 

112  MyfriendThomson 

VOL.  Xlll. 

1 13  B  attleof  Sedgemoor 

114  The  Larboard  Em 

115  Frederic  the  Great 

116  The  Turned  Head 

117  WappingOldStoirs 

118  Man  with  the  Car- 

119  Hercules  [pet  Bag 

120  Female  Massaroni 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow  storm 

VOL.  XlV. 

123  Venus  in  Arms 


[To  he  continued.] 
VOL.  I.  to  Xlll. 
may  be  had  in  boards 
Price  £8.  7s.  6d. 


